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To the Right Hong 


2 HA R L ES 
Lord HALLIFAX. 


My LoRD, 
2 S ſoon as it was made down 
that your Lordſhip was not diſ- 
pleas'd with this PLAY, my 
Friends began to value them- 
ſelves upon the Intereſt they had taken in 
its Succeſs; I was touch'd with a Vanity 
I had not before been acquainted with, 
and began to dream of nothing leſs than 
the Immortality of my Work. | 

And I had ſuthciently ſhewn this Vanity | 
in inſcribing this PL Ay. to your Lord(hip; 
did I only conſider you as one to whom to 
admirable Pieces, to whom the Praiſes of 


A Ttaly, 


— be rd oe AAAS . — 


Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
Itah, and the beſt Latin Poem ſince the 
Aneid, that on the Peace of Ryſwrck, are 
ed, But it had been intolerable 
Preſumption to have addreſs'd it to you, 
my Lord, who are the niceſt Judge of 
Poetry, were you not alſo the greateſt 
Encourager of it; to you who excel all 
the preſent Age as a Poet, did you not 
ſurpaſs all the preceding Ones as a Patron, 
For in the Times when the Muſes were 
moſt encourag'd, the beſt Writers were 
countenanc'd, but never advanc'd ; they | 
were admitted to the Acquaintance of the 
greateſt Men, but that was all they were 
to expect, The Bounty of the Patron is 
no where to be read of but in the Works 
of the Poets, whereas your Lordſhip" 
will fill thoſe of the Hiſtorians, 

For what Tranſactions can they write 
of, which have not been manag'd by ſome 
who were recommended by your Lord- 
ſhip? *Tis by your Lordſhip's Means, that 
the Univerſities have been real Nurſerie 
for the State, that the Courts abroad are 
charm'd by the Wit and Learning, as well 
as the Sagacity of our Miniſters; that Ger- 


many, . Muſcory, and even 
1 


IU TS 8 


Epiſtle Dedicator _ 
Turkey itſelf begins to reliſh the Politeneſs 


of the Engliſh; that the Poets at Home - 


adorn that Court which they formerly 
us'd only to divert ; that Abroad they tra- 
vel, in a Manner very unlike their Prede- 
cellor Homer, and with an Equipage he 
could not beſtow, ev'n on the Heroes he 
deſign'd to immortalize. 

And this, my Lord, ſhews your Know- 
ledge of Men as > wal as Writings, and your 
judgment no leſs than your Generoſity. 
You have diſtinguiſh'd between thoſe who 
by their Inclinations or Abilities were qua- 
lied for the Pleaſure only, and thoſe that 
were fit for the Service of your Country ; 
you made the one eaſy, and the other 


uſeful : You have left the one no Occa- 


ſion to wiſh for any Preferment, and you 
have oblig'd the Publick by the Promo- 
tion of the Others. 

And now, my Lord, it may ſeem odd 
that I ſhould dwell on the Topick of your 


Bounty only, when I might enlarge on fo 


many others; when I ought to take Notice 
of that illuſtrious Family from which you 


are ſprung, and yet of the great Merit | 


Which was. Oey to ſet you on a Level 
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Epiltle Dedi catory. 

with it, and to raiſe you to that Houſe of 
Peers which was already fill'd with your 
Relations. When I ought to conſider the 
Brightneſs of your Wit in private Converſa- 
tion, and the Solidity of your Eloquence in 
publick Debates ; when I ought to admire 
in you the Politeneſs of a Courtier, and the 
Sincerity of a Friend; the Openneſs of Be- 
haviour which charms all who addreſs 
themſelves to you, and yet that hidden 
Reſerve which is neceſſary for thoſe great 
Affairs in which you are concern'd. 

To pals over all theſe great Qualities (my 
Lord) and inſiſt only on your Generoſity, 
looks as if I ſolicited it for myſelf ; but to 
that I quitted all Manner of Claim, when I 
took Notice of your Lordſhip's great Judg- 
ment in the Choice of thoſe you advance; 
ſo that all at preſent my Ambition aſpires 
to is, that your Lordſhip would be pleas'd 
to pardon this Preſumption, and permit me 
to profeſs myſelf with the moſt 1 
Reſpect, 


Your Lordſhip! s moſt bamble 


and moſt obedient Servant, 


Edm. Smith, 


THE 


?ROLOGUE 


By Mr. AD DISON. : : 
Spoken by Mr. . IE KS. 


# £0 


ON has a Race of Heroes fil d the Stage, 
That rant by Note, and thro' the Gamut rage: 
4 I; Songs and Airs expreſs their martial Fire, 
4) Pl Combate in Trills, and in a Feuge expire ; 
CAA | bile lulld by Sound, and undiflurb'd by Wit, 
=== Calm and Serene you indolently fit ; | 
Ard from the dull Fatigue of Thinking free, 
Hear the facetious Fiddles repartie: 
Our Home hun Authors muſt forſake the Field, 
And Shakeſpear to the ſoft Scarlatti pied. 
To your new Taſte the Poet of this Day 
Was by a Frieng advis'd to form his Play ; 
Had Valentini, uſically coy, | | 
Shunn'd Phædra's Arms, and ſcorn d the proffer'd Joy; 
It had not mov d your Wonder to have ſeen | 
An Eunuch fly from an enamour'd Queen: 
How would it pleaſe, ſcould ſhe in Engliſh ſpeak, 
And could Hippolitus reply in Greek ? 
But he, à Stranger to your madiſb Way, 
By your old Rules muſt ſtand or fall To day, 
And hopes you will your foreign Taſte command, 
To bear, for once, with what you underſland. 
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E PI L O G 


Buy Mr. PRIOR. 


Spoken by Mrs. OLD FIELD, 


ie, To-night your Pity 7 implore 
Ferne coho never troubled you before: 

9 all 4: Oxford Man, extremely read in Greel, 
on from Eu- ripides makes Pheedra ſpeak j 

And comes to Town to let us Moderns know, 
Haro Women lov'd tavo thouſand Years ago, 
JF that be all, ſaid J, &en burn your Play, < 

1 gad we know all that as well as they: 
Shew us the youthful hand/ome Charioteer, 
Firm in his Seat, and running his Career ; 
Our Souls wwou'd kindle with as gen rous Flame, 
As er inſfir'd the antient Grecian Dames + 
Ev'ry Hmena wen'd reſign her Breaſt, 
And ev'ry dear Hippolitus be bieft, 

But, as it is, fix flouncing Flanders Mares 

Are een as good as any tao of theirs ; 
And if Hippolitus can but contriue 

To buy the gilded Chariot, John can drive. 

Noro of the Buſtle you hade ſeen Jo day, 

And Phædra's Morals in this Scholar's Play; 
Something, at laſt, in Fuſtice ſcou'd be ſaid, 
But this Hippolitus / jill: one's Head - 
Well! Pi zara liv'd as chaſtely as foe cou'd, 
Far fhe was Father Jove', own Hab and Blood ; 


= 


The EPILOGUE, 


Her aukward Love, indeed, was oa fated, 

She and her Poly were too near related; 

And yet that Scruple had been laid aſide, 

If haneft 'T heſeus had but fairly dy d: 

But when he came, what needed he to know, 

But that all Matters flood in Statu quo: 

There was no Harm, you ſee ; or grant there avere, 

dhe mig ht want Conduct, but he wanted Care. 

"Tavas in a Huſband little leſs than rude, 

Upon his Wife's Retirement to intiudt': 

He cou d have ſent a Night or two before, 

That he aon d come exact at ſuch an Hour; 

Then he had turn'd all Tragedy to Feſt, 

Found ew'ry Thing contribute to his Reſt; 

The Picquet Friend diſmiſs'd, the Coaſt all clear, 

| And Spouje alone, impatient for her Dear. 
But if theſe gay Reflectiont come too late 

To keep the guilty Phe ira from ber Fate, 

I your more ſerious F udgment muſt condemn _ 

The dire Effects of her unhappy Flame: 85 

Jet, ye chaſte Matrons, and ye tender Fair, 

Let Lowe and Innocence engage your Care; 

My ſpotleſs Flames to your Protection take, 

Aud Mare poor Phædra for Iſmena's Sake, 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


| | ME N 
PO | 
The/eus, King of Crete. Mr. Betterton, 
Hippolitus his Son, in Love with 1/mena. Mr. Booth, 
Lycon, Miniſter of State. Mr. Keen. 
Cratander, Captain of the Guards. Mr. Gore. 


WOM E N. 
Phedra, The/eus's Queen, in Love with 


{/mena, a Captive Princeſs, in Love with FIT 
Stow, Mrs. O/afie!d, 


| Guerds, Attendants, 


N 


e e c Mrs. Barrey. 


%K  X-lw ev a, > 3 


ACT I. SCENE IL. 


Enter Cratander and Lycon. 


- 


IS ſtrange, Cratander, that the royal 
8 Pheadra 1. 1 
Should ſtill continue reſolute in Grief, 

we WH And obſtinately wretched : | 
hat one ſo gay, ſo beautiful ard. 
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N young, 1 
Of Godlike Virtue and I nperial Pow'r, ö 


Should fly inviting Joys, and court Deſtruction. 
Crat. Is there not cauſe, when lately join'd in Marriage, 

To have the King her Huſband call'd to War? 

Then for three tedious Moons to mourn his Abſence, 

Nor know his Fate? 
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12 PRAÆ DRA and HIPPOLITVus. 


Lyc. The King may cauſe her Sorrow 
But not by Abſence : Oft I've ſeen him hang | 
With greedy Eyes, and languiſffo'er her Beauties, 
She from his wide, deceiv'd, deliring Arms 
Flew taſteleſs, loathing ; whilſt dejected Theſeus, 
With mournful loving Eyes purſu'd her Flight, 
And dropt a ſilent Tear. 
Crat. Ha! this is Hatred, 
This is Averſion, Horror, Deteſtation: 
Why did the Queen Who might have cull'd Mankind, 
Why did ſhe give her Perſon and her 'T hrone | 
To one ſhe loath'd ? 
Lye. Perhaps ſhe thought i it juſt 
That he ſhould wear the Crown his Valour ſav'd. | 
Crat. Cou'd ſhe not glut his Hopes with Wealth and 
Honour, 
Reward his Valour, yet reje& his Love ? 
Why, when a happy Mother, Queen and Widow; 
Why did ſhe wed old The/evs ? While his Son, 
T * brave Hippolitus, with equal Youth 
And equal Beauty might have fill'd her Arms, 
Lyc. Hippolitzs, (in diſtant Scythia born, 
'The warlike Amazon, Camilla's Son,) 
Till our Queen's Marriage, was unknown to Crete: 
And ſure the Queen cou'd wiſh him till unknown: 
She loaths, deteits him, flies his hated Preſence, 
And ſhrinks and trembles at his very Name. 
Cat. e may ſhe hate the Prince ſhe needs muſt 
ear ; | 
He may diſpute the Crown with Phezara's Son. 
He's brave, he's fiery, youthful and belov'd; 
His Courage charms the Men, his Form the Women ; 3 
His very Sports are War. 
Lyc. O!] he's all Hero, ſcorns th inglorious Eaſe 
Of lazy Crete, delights to ſhine in Arms, 
To wield the Sword, and launch the pointed Spear; 
To tame the gen'rous Horſe, that nobly wild 
Neighs on the Hills, and dares the angry Lion; 


To join the ſtruggling Courſers to his Chariot, 
To make their enn Necks the Rein obey. 


To 


PR DRA and HiepoLiTus, 13 


To turn, to ſtop, or ſtretch along the Plain. | 

Now the Queen's ſick, there's Danger in his Courage, — 

Be ready with your Guards, — J fear Hippolitus. 
| ; | [ Ext. . 

Fear him! for what? poor filly virtuous Wretch, 

Affecting Glory, and contemning Pow'r: 

Warm without Pride, without Ambition brave; 1 

A ſenſeleſs Hero, fit to be a Tool | 118 

ro thoſe whoſe Godlike Souls are turn'd for Empire, | ii 

An open honeſt Fool, that loves and hates, n 

And yet more Fool to own it. He hates Flatterers,. 

He hates me too ; weak Boy to make a Foe 

Where he might have a Slave. I hate him too, 

But cringe, and flatter, fawn, adore, yet hate him, 

Let the Queen live or die, the Prince muſt fall, 


Enter Iſmena. 
What ! ſtill attending on the Queen, J/mena ? 
O charming Virgin! O exalted Virtue! | 
Can ſtill your Goodneſs conquer all your Wrongs? 
Are you not robb'd of your 4thenian Crown? 
Was not your royal Father Pallas ſlain, 
And all his wretched Race by conqu'ring The/zus ? 
And do you ſtill watch o'er his Conſort Pheara, 
And {till repay ſuch Cruelty with Love? 

1m, Let them be cruel that delight in Miſchief, 
I'm of a ſofter Mould, poor Phedra's Sorrows 
Pierce thro* my yielding Heart and wound my Soul. 

Lyc. Now thrice the riſing Sun has chear'd the World, 
Since ſhe renew'd her Strength with due Refreſhment; ' 
Thrice has the Night brought eaſe to Man, to Beaſt, 

Since wretched Phædra clos'd her ſtreaming Eyes: 
die flies all Reſt, all neceſſary Food, | 
Reſoly'd to die, not capable to live. 

Im. But now her Grief has wrought her into Frenzy, 
The Images her troubled Fancy forms, ra 
Are incoherent, wild; her Words disjointed : _ 
Sometimes ſhe raves for Muſick, Light and Air, 

Nor Air, nor Light, nor Muſick calm her Pains ; 


Then with extatick-Strength ſhe fprings aloft, 
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14 PRE DRA and HIP POLIS. 


And moves and bounds with Vigour not her own. _.. 
Lyc. Then Life is on the Wing, then moſt ſhe ſinks 
When moſt ſhe ſeems reviv'd. Like boiling Water, 
That foams and hifles o'er the crackling Wood, 
And bubbles to the Brim ; ev'n then moſt waſt ing, 
When moſt it ſwells. 
In. My Lord, now try your Art; 
Her wild Diſorder may diſcloſe the Secret 
Her cooler Senfe conceal'd ; the Pythian Goddeſs 
I dumb and ſullen, till with Fury fill'd 
dhe ſpreads, ſhe riſes, growing to the Sight, 
'F She ſtares, ſne foams, be raves ; the awful Secrets 
Burit rf wag trembling Lips, and eaſe the tortur'd 
aid. 
But Phæœara comes, ye Gods, how pale, how weak 


Enter Phædra, and Attendants. i 
Phæd. Stay, Virgins, ſtay, I'll reſt my weary Steps; 
My Strength forſakes me, and my dazled Eyes 
Ake with the flaſhing Light, my looſen'd Knees 
Sink under their dull Weight, ſupport me, Lycon. 
Alas! I faint. 5 | 
Tyc. Aﬀord her eaſe, kind Heav'n! | 
 Phed. Why blaze theſe Jewels round my wretched 
Head? - N : 10 
Why all this labour'd Elegance of Dreſs, 1 
Why flow theſe wanton Curls in artful Rings? 
Take, ſnatch 'em hence, alas! you all conſpire 
To heap new Sorrows on my tortur'd Soul: 
All, all conſpire to make your Queen unhappy. : 
n. This you requir'd, and to the pleaſing Taſk 
Call'd your officious Maids, and urg'd their Art; 
You bid 'em lead you from yon hideous Darkneſs 
To the glad chearing Day, yet now avoid it, 
And hate the Light you ſought. | 
5 Phed. Oh! my Lycen! 
Oh! how I long to lay my weary Head 
On tender flow'ry Beds and ſpringing Graſs, 
To ſtretek my Limbs beneath the ſpreading Shades 
Of venerable Oaks, to ſlake my Thirk | 8+ 
4 < th s With 


PH DRA and HiPppoliTus: 13 
| With the cool Nectar of refreſhing Springs. =. 
Lyc. I'll ſooth her Frenzy: Come Phedra, let's away, 
Let's to the Woods, and Lawns, and limpid Streams. 
Phed. Come, let's away, and thou moſt bright Diana, 
Goddeſs: of Woods, immortal, chaſte Diana, | 
Goddeſs preſiding o'er the rapid Race, 
Place me, O place me in the duſty Ring, 
Where youthful Charioteers contend for Glory ; 
See how they mount and ſhake the flowing Reins, 
See from the Goal the fiery Courſers bound, 
Now they ſtrain panting up the ſteepy Hill, 
Now ſweep along its Top, now neigh along the Vale; 
How the Car rattles, how its kindling Wheels | 
Smoak in the Whirl! The circling Sand aſcends, - 
And in the noble Duſt the Chariot's loſt, 
Lyc., What, Madam! | | 
| Phæd. Ah! my Lycon! ah! what ſaid I? 
Where was I hurry'd by my roving Fancy? 
My languid Eyes are wet with ſudden Tears, 
And. on my Face unbidden Bluſhes glow. | 
Lyc. Bluſh then, but bluſh for your deſtructive Silence, 
That tears your Soul, and weighs you down to Death ; 
Oh! ſhould you die, (ye Pow'rs forbid her Death) 
Who mn wou'd ſhield from Wrongs your helpleſs Or- 
phan ? | a 
O! he might wander, Phedra's Son might wander, 
A naked Suppliant thro' the World for Aid; 
Then he may cry, invoke his Mother's Name: 
He may be doom'd to Chains, to Shame, to Death, 
While proud Hippolitus ſhall mount his Throne. 
Phed. O Heav'ns | 
Lyc. Ha, Phedra, are you touch'd at this ? 
Pbæd. Unhappy Wretch! what Name was that you 
ſpoke ? 
Lyc. And does his Name provoke your juſt Reſent- 
ments? . | F 1 
Then let it raiſe your Fear, as well as Rage: 
Think how you wrong'd him, to his Father wrong' d 


Im, : 
Think how you drove him hence a wandring Exile 


To 


16 PR DNA and HIP POL Ir us. 
To diſtant Climes, then think what certain Vengeance 
His Rage may wreak on your unhappy Orphan: 

For his Sake then renew your drooping Spirits, 

Feed with new Oil the waſting Lamp of Life, 
That winks and trembles, now, juſt now PW 


Make haſte, preſerve your Life. 
Phd. Alas ! too long, 


Too long have I preterv'd that guilty Life. 


Lyc. Guilty ! what Guilt, has Blood, has horrid Muts 


ther 
Imbru'd your Hands W 
| Phed. Alas, my Hands are guiltleſs 
But oh my Heart's defil'd. 
I've ſaid too much, forbear the reſt, my Lycon, 
And let me die, to fave the black Confeſſion. 

Lyc. Die then, but not alone; old faithful Lycon 
Shall be a Victim to your cruel Silence. 
Will you not tell? O lovely, wretched Queen! 
By all the Cares of your firſt infant Vears, 
By all the Love, and Faith, and Zeal I've ſhew'd you, 
Tell me your Grief, unfold your hidden Sorrows, 
And teach your Lycon how to bring you Comfort. 

Phed. What ſhall I ſay, malicious cruel Pow' rs; 
O where ſhall I begin ! O cruel Venus! | 
How fatal Love has been to all our Race ! 

Lyc. Forget it, Madam, let it die in Silence. 

P:2d. O Ariadne] O anhappy Siſter ! 

Lyc. Ceaſe to record your Siſter's Grief and Shame. 

Pld. And ſince the cruel God of Love requires it, 
I fall the laft, and moſt undone of all. 

Lyc. Do you then love? 

Phed. Alas, I groan beneath 
The Pain, the Guils, the Shame of i — Love. 
Lye. Forbid it Heaven! 
Phed, Do not upbraid me, Lycos / 

Jleve.— Alas! 1 ſhudder at the Name, 


My Blood runs backward, and my fault'ring Tongue 
Sticks at the Sound. love. 0 righteous Heay'n! 


Why was I born with ſuch a Senſe of Virtue, * 


So great Abhorrence of the ſmalleſt Crime, f 7 
” | 0 


] 


PHADRA and HipPoLiTus. 17 


And yet a Slave to ſuch impetuous Guilt ? 
Rain on me, Gods, your Plagues, your ſharpeſt Tor- 
tures, 
Afflict my Soul with any Thing but Guilt, 
And yet that Guilt is mine.——T'll think no more, 
I'll to the Woods among the happier Brutes : 
Come, let's away, hark the ſhrill Horn reſounds, 
The jolly Huntſmens Cries rend the wide Heav'ns: 
Come, o'er the Hills purſue the bounding Stag, 
Come chaſe the Lion and the foamy Boar, 
Come rouze up all the Monſters of the Wood, 
For there, ev'n there, Hippolitus will guard me. 
Lyc. Hippolitus ! 
Phed. Who's he that names Hippolitus ? 
Ah! I'm betray'd, and all my Guilt diſcover'd. 
Oh! give me Poiſon, Swords, I'll not live, nor bear it 5 
ll top my Breath. 
Un. I'm loſt, but what's that Loſs ! 
Hippolitus is loſt, or loſt to me: OE 
Yet ſhou'd her Charms prevail upon his Soul, 
Shou'd he be falſe, I wou'd not wiſh him ill, 
With my laſt parting Breath I'd bleſs my Lord ; 
Then in ſome lonely deſart Place expire, 
Whence my unhappy Death ſhall never reach him, 
Leſt it ſhou'd wound his Peace, or damp his Joys, [Aae 
Lyc. Think till the Secret in your royal Breaſt, 
For by the awful Majeſty of Fove, | 
By the All-ſeeing Sun, by righteous Minos, 
By all your kindred Gods we ſwear, O Ptedra, 
Safe as our Lives we'll keep the fatal Secret. 
In. &c. We ſwear, ell ſwear to keep it ever ſecret. 
P/24. Keep it ! from whom ? why it's already known; 
The 'Tale, the Whiſper of the babling Vulgar : 
| On! can you keep it from yourſelves, unknow it? 
Or do you think I'm ſo far gone in Guilt, 
That I can ſee, can bear the Looks, the Eyes 
Of one who knows my black deteſted Crimes, 
Of one who knows that PEedra loves her Son? 
Lyc. Unhappy Queen! auguſt, unhappy Race! 
Oh! why did Tt touch this fatal Shore? 
y Why 
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Why did he ſave us from Nicander's Arms, 
To bring worſe Ruin on us by his Love ? 


Pfd. His Love indeed; for that unhappy Hour, 
In which the Prieſts join'd The/eus Hand to mine, 
Shew'd the young Scythian to my dazled Eyes. 
Cods ! how I ſhook ! what boiling Heat inflam'd 
My panting Breaſt ! how from the Touch of The/eas, 
My ſlack Hand dropt, and all the idle Pomp, 
Prieſts, Altars, Victims ſwam before my Sight ! 
The God of Love, ev'n the whole God, poſſeſt me. 

Lyc. At ance, at firſt poſſeſt you! | 

Pled. Yes, at firſt, 

That fatal Ev*ning we purſu'd the Chaſe, 
When from behind the Wood with ruſtling Sound. 
A monſtrous Boar ruſht forth; his baleful Eyes 
Mot glaring Fire, and his ſtiff-pointed Briſtles 
Roſe high upon his Back; at me he made, | 
Whetting his Tuſks, and churning hideous Foam; 
Then, then Hippolitus flew in to aid me ; 
Collecting all himſelf, and riſing to the Blow, | 
He launch'd the whiſtling Spear, the well-aim'd Jav'lin 
Pierc'd his tough Hide, and quiver'd in his Heart ; 
The Monſter fell, and gnaſhing with huge Tuſks, 
Plow'd up the crimſon Earth. But then Hippolitus ! 
Gods! how he mov'd and look'd, when he approach'd 

| me! je Io Ee. 


When hot and panting from the ſavage Conqueſt, _ 


Dreadful as Mars, and as his Venus lovely, 8 

His kindling Cheeks with purple Beauties glow'd, 

His lovely ſparkling Eyes ſhot martial Fires, 

Oh Godlike Form! Oh Extaſy and Tranſport! 

My grew ſhort, my beating Heart ſprung up- 
ward, 

And leap'd and bounded in my heaving Boſom. 

Alas, I'm pleas'd, the horrid Story charms me. — 

No more. — That Night with Fear and Love I ſicken'd. 

Oft I receiv'd his fatal charming Viſits; 

Then wou'd he talk with ſuch an heav'nly Grace, 

Look with ſuch dear Compaſſion on my Pains, 

That I cou'd with to be ſo ſick for ever. My 
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My Ears, my greedy Eyes, my thirſting Soul, 

Drank, gorging in the dear delicious Poiſon, 

Till I was loſt, quite loſt in impious Love: 

And ſhall I drag an execrable Life? 

And ſhall J hoard up Gailt, and treaſure Vengeance? 
Lyc. No! labour, ftrive, ſubdue that Guilt, and live. 
Plæd. Did I not labour, ſtrive, All-ſeeing Pow*rs | 

Did I not weep and pray, implore your Aid ? | 

Burnt Clouds of Incenſe on your loaded Altars? 

1! I call'd Heaven and Earth to my Aſſiſtance, 

All the ambitious Thirſt of Fame and Empire, 

And all the honeſt Pride of conſcious Virtue : 

Iſtruggl'd, rav'd ; the new-bora Paſſion reign'd 

Almighty in its Birth. 

Luyc. Did you e'er try 

To gain his Love. 

 Phed. Avert ſuch Crimes, ye PoW'rsk 

No, to avoid his Love I fought his Hatred; 

I wrong'd him, ſhunn'd him, baniſh'd him from Crete, 

I ſent him, drove him from my longing Sight: 

I vain I drove him, for his Tyrant Form 
eign'd in my Heart, and dwelt before my Eyes. 

If to the Gods I pray'd, the very Vows 

I made to Heay'n, were by my erring Tongue 

Spoke to Hippolitus. If T try'd to fleep, 

Straight to my drowzy Eyes my reftleſs Fancy 

Brought back his fatal Form, and curit my Slumber. - 
Lyc. Firit let me try to melt him into Love. 

Phei, No; did his hapleſs Paſſion equal mine, 

I wou'd refuſe the Bliſs J moſt defir'd, | 

Conſult my Fame, and ſacrifice my Life. 85 

Yes, I wou'd die, Heaven knows, this very Moment, 

Rather than wrong my Lord, my Huſband The/eus, 
Lyc. Perhaps that Lord, that Huſband is no more 

He went from Crete in haſte, his Army thin, 

To meet the numerous Troops of fierce Mo/offians ; 

Yet tho' he lives, while ebbing Life decays, 

Think on your Son. | 5 

Peæd. Alas that ſhocks me, 
O let me ſee my young one, let me ſnatch 
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20 PH DRA and HIP POLIY us. 
A haſty Farewel, a laſt dying Kiſs. | 
Yet ſtay, his Sight will melt my juſt Reſolves; 
But oh? I beg with my laſt fallyigg Breath; 
Cheriſh my Babe. 


Enter Meſſenger. 
Me. Madam, I grieve to tel! you 
f What you muſt know; Your Royal Huſband's dead. 
Phed. Dead! Oh ye Pow'rs ! 
Lyc. Oh fortunate Event ! 
Then Earth-born Lycon may aſcend the Throne, 
Leave to his happy Son the Crown of Fove, 
And be ador'd like him. [ A/ade] aun — ye 
Cretans. 
Since he is dead hob Valour ſav'd your Ile, 
Whoſe prudent Care with flowing Plenty crown*d 
His peaceful Subjects; as your tow'ring Ida 
With ſpreading: Oaks, and with deſcending Streams, 
Shades and enriches all the Plains below. 


Say how he dy'd. 8 
Me e dy'd as The/eus 

In Battel dy'd ; Philotas, — a Pri 4 2s 
That ruſhing on, fought next his Royal Perſon, 

That ſaw his thund'ring Arm beat e down, 

Saw the great Rival of Alcides fall: 

Theſe Eyes beheld his well-known Steed, beheld 

A proud Barbarian glitt'ring in his Arms, 

Encumber'd with the Spoil. 

Phed. Is he then dead 

I; my much injur'd Lord, my Theſeus, dead ? 
And don't I ſhed one Tear upon his Urn? 

What! not a Sigh, a Groan, a ſoft Complaint ? 

Ah ! theſe are Tributes due from pious Brides, 

From a chaſte Matron, and a virtuous Wife: 

But ſavage Love, the Tyrant of my Heart, 

Claims all my Sorrows, and uſurps my Grief. 

Lyc. Diſmiſs. that Grief and give a Looſe to Joy 3 

He's dead, the Bar of all your Bliſs is dead; 

Live then, my Queen, forget the wrinkled Theſens, 
And take the e Hero to your Arms. * 

44. 
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Ped. I dare not now admit of ſuch a Thought, 
And bleſs'd be Heav'n that ſteel'd my ſtubborn Heart, 
That made me ſhun the Bridal Bed of Theſeus, 
And give him Empire, but refuſe him Love. 
Lyc. Tp may his happier Son be bleſs'd with 
OtH 3 | 
Then rouſe your Soul, and muſter all your Charms, 
Sooth his ambitious Mind with Thirſt of Empire, 
And all his tender Thoughts with ſoft Alluremen's. 
Plæd. But ſhou'd the Youth refuſe my proffer'd 
Love! 
O ſhou'd he throw me from his loathing Arms! 
fear the Tryal ; for I know. Hippalitus _ 
Fierce in the Right, and obſtinately Good : 
When round beſet, his Virtue, like a Flood, 
Breaks with reſiſtleſs Force th* appaling Dams, 
And bears the Mounds along; they're hurry'd on, 
And ſwell the Torrent they were rais'd to ftop, 
I dare not yet reſolve, | I'll try to live, 
And to the awful Gods I'll leave the reſt. 
Lyc. Madam, your Signet, that your Slave may 
order 5 | > 
What's moſt expedient for your Roya! Service. 

Plæd. Take it, and with it take the Fate of Pheara ; 
And thou, O Venus, aid a ſuppliant Queen, ws | 
That owns thy. Triumphs, and adores thy Pow'r: 

O ſpare thy Captives, and ſubdue thy Foes, 

On this cold Scythian let thy Pow'r be known, 

And in a Lover's Cauſe aſſert thy own ; 

Then Crete as Paphos ſhall adore thy Shrine; 

This Nurſe of Fove with grateful Fires hall ſhine, 

Aid with thy Father's Flames ſhali worſhip thine. } 
i Exit Phæd. &c. 


a 


X 2 eoony 
r 


. s * 2 — 222 Hay , - . , 
BELTS. * <5 * * Ba as « F . - 
— — N 4 = W * = +6 = D . » At wr ST 4 -& « — - * pd 
G he - — = . — a R CO CREE) > — k Oh % E 1 nns I” XY 8 . APY SES. 4 by wa 
" = * =o * pu © # — Me . * * 2 A k \ — Wks 0 NET *. ST 
—— — wo rr oy \ 2 * — CT” 8 6 a RS hr 2 MR 4 WAG OY 2 pug ry 4: x = — 0 * q = 
— 8 - 7 s * - + b == Þ * 1 * * hy D7 0 _ DP om RR NE . - 2 1 G 6 2 . 
r ̃ — uw... . NT — == 8 — 3 22 RN 
” > 4 : : , a My + r 0 — v — 2 * "I 8 . as, A te 88 1 
* n N * p - i » - —— — — SR EI =— = r — 7 = 2 
oh \ , 8 77 * 2 20 > ACE rm Enna no ISS * - 3 
1 — bs F by Py. TOY” of x * 1 
. 7 2 


wy 
— rb 


— — —. TEES: 
* ' . 
2 r v 34 bags rr 
n 
7 LE . 8 
* . 52S; = 


, ws; 
> Stn SIDES ASETS 
3 r — 


Lycon ſolus. 1 
If ſhe propoſes Love, then as ſurely 34 
His haughty Soul refuſes it with Scorn. "Il 
Say I confine him! —— If ſhe dies he's ſafe ; +4 


And if ſhe lives, I'!] work her raging Mind. 
A Woman ſcorn'd, with eaſe I'H work to Vengeance: 
With kumble, fawning, wiſe, obſequious Arts . 
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22 PH DRA and HIP OL IT us. 
I'll rule the Whirl and Tranſport of her Soul; 
Then what her Reaſon hates, her Rage may ad. 


When Barks glide lowly thro' the lazy Main, 
Dye bai d Pilots turn the Helms in vain; 

When driv'n by Winds they cut the foamy N ay, 0 

The Rudders govern, and the Ships obey. [Exit, 


The End of the firſt Act. 
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ACT IT. 


9D - 54% a> W 2 — N 0 NY 


Enter Pheedra, Lycon, and Iſmena. 


now thy Soul ? 


Euter Me. 


Adam, the Prince Hippolitus attends. 
Phed. Admit him : Where, where Pedra $ 


| What — Shall I ſpeak ?- And ſhall my guilty Tongue 


Let this inſulting Victor know his Pow'r ? 


Or ſhall I ſtill confine within my Breaſt 


My reſtleſs Paſſions and devouring Flames? 


But ſee he comes, the lovely Tyrant comes 


He ruſhes on me like a Blaze of Light, 
But fink __ with Woe. 


© " 


Enter Hippolitus. 


I cannot bear the Tranſport of his Preſence, 


[Savo0ns, 


| Hip. Immortal Gods! 
What have I done to raiſe ſuch ſtrange Abhorrence? 


What have I done to ſhake her ſhrinking 


Nature, 


With my Approach, and kill her with my — 12 


Lyc. Alas, another Grief devours her Soul, 


An only your Aſſiſlanc: can relieve her. 
Hip. Hah! make it known, that I may 


i 5 ie 
Lyc. | 


fe 
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Lyc. But promife firſt, my Lord, to keep it ſecret. 
Hip. Promiſe ? I ſwear, on this good Sword I ſwear, * 
This Sword, which firſt gain'd youthful The/zxs Honour }. 

Which oft has puniſh'd Perjury and Falſhood ; 
y thund'ring Jove, by Grecian Hercules, 
55 the Majeſtick Form of Godlike Heroes, 
Fhat ſhine around, and conſecrate the Steel; 
No Racks, no Shame ſhall ever force it from me. 
Pbæd. Hippolitus ! n 
Hip. Ves, tis that Wretch who begs you to diſmiſs 


This hated Object from your Eyes for ever. 


Begs leave to march againſt the Foes of The/cus, 
And to revenge or ſhare his Father's Fate. 

L Phed. Oh, Hippolitus l | 
I own I've wrong'd you, moſt unjuſtly wrong'd you, 


Drove you from Court, from Crete, and from your Father; 


The Court, all Crete, deplor'd their ſuffering Hero, > 
And I (the ſad Occaſion) moſt of all. | 


Vet could you know relenting Phedra's Soul, 
| Oh could you think with what reluctant Grief 


I wrong'd the Hero, whom I wiſh'd to cheriſh! 
Oh! you'd confeſs me wretched, not unkind, 
And own thoſe Ills did moſt deſerve your Pity, 
Which moſt procur'd your Hate. Is 
Hip. My Hate to Phedra ? 
Ha! could I hate the Royal Spouſe of The/exs, 
My Queen, my Mother ? | 
Phed. Why your Queen and Mother? 
More humble Ties ſuit my loſt Condition. 9 5 
Alas! the Iron Hand of Death is on me, | 
And I have only Time t'implore your Pardon. 
Ah! would my Lord forget injurious Pheara, 
And with Compaſſion view her helpleſs Orphan! 
Would he receive him to his dear Protection, 
Defend his Youth from all encroaching Foes! . 
Hip. Oh, I'll defend him! with my Life defend him! 
Heav'ns dart your Judgments on this faithleſs Head, 
If I don't pay him all a Slave's Obedience, 
And all a Father's Love, | | 
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8 805 Pad. A Father's Love! 


My Grief's much eas'd by:;this tranſcending Goodnek, ? 
And 7 heſeus Death fits lighter on my Soul 


I fee him, 


Forſake my Food, my Sleep; all Joys for ar N | 


(Where now Tucceeds'a momentary: Luſtrez)'; 4% 4 
Does not her beating Heart, her trembling Limbe, 


Hip: 
$5; Thunder bellow, when ſuch monſtrous Crimes 1 57 


| TW F er Tecelv'd 1 1n theſe unhappy TT. 
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Oh doubtful Sounds ! oh vain deceitful Hopes! 


Death ? He's not dead! he lives, he breathes, he hr 
He lives in you, he's preſent to my Eyes. 
fal to him, My ! I rave 
And all my Folly's known,_ 
Hip. Oh, lorions poly! 
dee Theſeus, ſee, how. much you,j Phadra lov'd you, | 
"Phed. Love 'bim, indeed] doat, languiſh, die for him 


(But not that hoary venerable Theſeus, ) 7 04 4 
But The/eus, as he was, When mantling Blood 
Glow'd in his lovely Cheeks; when his bright Eyes 
Sparkl'd with youthtul Fires; when ev ry Grace 
one in the Father, which now Crowns. the Son 5 
When Theſeus was Runes. th 1 
. Ha! ! Amazement. Arikes me} 

| Where will this end? 7:08, 

Hen ÞY% difficult to gueſs? DC 
Does ICE flying Paleneſs, that but no, 
Sat cold and languid in ber fading Cheek, 


7 


Her wiſhing Looks; her Speech, her prefent Silence; 
All, all proclaim Imperial Phedra loves. ygus . 
What do I bear What, does no Sb tl 


Are own'd, avow'd, confeſt? All. ſeeing Sun? 
Hide, hide i in ſhameful Night, thy beamy Head,. 
And ceaſe to view the Horrors of thy Race. [ANN 
Alas ! I ſhare th' amezing Guilt ; theſe Rye 
"That firſt inſpir'd the black inceſtuous Flame, | 
Theſe Ears, that heard the Tale of impious Love, hy 
Age. all accurſt, and all deſerve your Ihunde f. 
Phed. Alas, my Lord Believe me not ſo pile.” . 
No: By thy Goddeſs, by the chaſte Dias, 
None but my firſt, my much-lov? Lad -t famine, mv 


You need not urge, nor tempt my cation "DP | =” 
With black Reproaches, Scorn and Provacation, 


Than Wan 5 ggcer Rage. 
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No! For the Love of thee, of thoſe dear Charms, 
Which now I ſee are doom d to be my Ruin 
I ftill deny'd my Lord, my Huſband Thgſaus, 
The chaſte, the modeſt Joys of ſpotleſs Marriage; 
That drove him hence to War, to ſtormy Seas, 1 
To Rocks and Waves leſs cruel than- his 1 
Hip. If that drove ae hence, then chat kill'd T, be- 


And —_— Phedra kill'd hes Huſband 7 1 : 
Phed. Forbear, raſh Youth, nor dare to roule my Ven- 
geance 3. 
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To do a Deed my Reaſon would abhor. - 3 
Long has the Secret ſtruggled in my Breaſt, , 
Long has it rack'd and rent my tortur'd Boſom ; 1 
But now tis out. Shame, Rage, Confuſion tear 
And drive me on to act unheard of Crimes, 
To murther thee, myſelf, and all that know it. 
As when Convulſions cleave the lab'ring Earth, 
Before the diſmal Yawn appears, the Ground * 
Trembles and heaves, the nodding Houſe; craſh ; 
He's ſafe, who from the dreadful Warning flies, 
But he that ſees its opening Boſom, dies. of Exit. 
Hip. Then let me take the Warning and retire ; . 
I'd rather truſt the rough Ionian Wages, : 
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[I:mena, * * fr liſtning. 
| Lyc. Alas!. e 5 
You muſt not ave the Queen to her Deſpair. | 
Hip. Mult not? From thee? From that vile upltare 
L[:con. Y : 
He. Ves: From chat Lycan who derives his Greatneſs 
From P/e.tra's Race, and now would guard her Life. 
Then, Sir, forbear, and view this Royal Signet, + © » 


And i in her anne Slave obe the Queen. 
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Am I confin'd? And is't ſo ſoon forgot, 


Smoak'd on the Earth, when the red Sky around 
_ Glow'd with your City's Flames (a dreadful Luſtre): 


Why through the troubl'd Streets of frighted Grgfſus 


Was it for this my God- like Father fought ? 


26 PRE DRA and HipPoLliTvs. 
Hip. So, Confinement is 
The Honour Crete beſtows on Theſeus Son. 


When fierce Procruſtes* Arms o'er-ran your Kingdom? 
When your Streets echo'd with the Cries of Orphans, 
Your ſhrieking Maids clung round the hallow'd Shrines, 
When all your Palaces and lofty Towers hs 


Then, then my Father flew to your Aſſiſtance; 
Then The/eas ſav'd your Lives, Eſtates and Honours, 
And do you thus reward the Hero's Toil? 

And do you now confine the Hero's Son ? 

Lyc. Take not an eaſy ſhort Confinement ill, 
Which your own Safety and the Queen requires. 
But fear not ought from one than joys to ſerve you. 

Hip. O, I diſdain thee, Fraitor, but not fear thee, 
Nor will I hear of Services from Lycoz. | 
Thy very Looks are Lies, eternal Falſhood 
Smiles in thy Lips, and flatters in thy Eyes, 
Ev'n in thy humble Face I read my Ruin, 
In ev'ry cringing Bow and fawning Smile 
Why elſe d' you whiſper out your dark Suſpicions? 
Why with malignant Elogies encreaſe 
The Peoples Fears, and praiſe me to my Ruin? 


Do Bucklers, Helms, and poliſh'd Armour blaze ? 
Why ſounds the dreadful Din of inſtant War? 
Whilſt fill the Foe's unknown, _ 7 

| Lyc. Then quit thy Arts. 
Put of the Stateſman, and reſume the Judge, [Af 
Thou Proteus, ſhift thy various Forms no more, 
But boldly own the God — 'That Foe's too near. 

| | 9 8 [To Hip. 
The Queen's Diſeaſe, and your aſpiring Mind 
Diſturb all Crete, and give a Looſe to War. 
- Hip. Gods! Dares he ſpeak thus unto a Monarch's Son; 
And muſt this Earth-born Slave command in Crete? 


Did The/exs bleed for Lycon? O ye Cretan, 4 
r a ee 


K 


Pu DRA and HieeoLITuss 27 


See there your King, the Succeſſor of Minos, 
And Heir of F ove. | ds | 
| Lyc. You may as well provoke 
That Jowe you worſhip, as this Slave you ſcorn. 
Go ſeize Alemæon, Nicias, and all! 
The black Abettors of his impious Treaſon. 
Now o'er thy Head th* avenging Thunder rolls : 
For know on me depends thy inſtant Doom. . 
Then learn (proud Prince) to bend thy haughty Soul, 
And. if thou think'ſt of Life, obey the Queen. 

Hip. Then free from Fear or Guilt I'll wait my Doom: 
What-e'er's my Fault, -no Stain ſhall blot my Glory. 
I' guard my Honour, you diſpoſe my Life; 5 

= | 3 [Ex. Lyc. and Crat, 
Since he dares brave my Rage, the Dangers near. 
The timorous Hounds that hunt the generous Lion 
Bay afar off, and tremble in Purſuit ; h 
But when he ſtruggles in th' entangling Tolls, 
Inſult the dying Prey — *T'is kindly done, mnena. 
33 1 [Im. Exter:. 
With all your Charms to vifit my Diſtreſs; | 
Soften my Chains, and make Confinement eaſy. 
I; it then giv'n me to behold thy Beauties 
Thoſe bluſhing Sweets, thoſe lovely loving Eyes! 
To preſs, to Rrain thee to my beating Heart, 
And grow thus to my Love! What's Liberty to this? 
What's Fame or Greatneſs? Take 'em, take em P/zara, 
Freedom and Fame, and in the dear Confinement 
Encloſe me thus for ever. | 

In. O Hippolitus! 

O could ever dwell in this Confinement! 
Nor wiſh for ought while I behold my Lord; 
But yet that Wiſh, that only Wiſh is vain, 
When my hard Fate thus forces me to beg you. 
Drive from your Godlike Soul a wretched Maid ; 
Take to your Arms (aſſiſt me Heaven to ſpeak it} 
Take to your Arms Imperial Pedra, | 
And think of me no more. | 
| Hp. Not think of thee ? 
What ! Part, for ever part? Unkind Tt/mena 2 
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28 Pn DRA and IIIPPOLITus. 


On! can you think that Death is half ſo dreadful, 
As it would be to live, and live without thee? 
Say, hould J quit thee, ſhould I turn to Pedra, 
Say, could'ſt thou bear it? Could thy tender Soul 
Endure the Torment of deſpairing Love, 
And ſee me ſettled in a Rival's Arm??? 
1/n. Think not of me: Perhaps-my equal Mind 
May learn to bear the Fate the Gods allot me. 
Yet would you hear me; could your lov'd Inena 
With all her Charms o'erule your ſullen Honour, 
.You yet might live, nor leave the poor 1/mena. 
Hip. Speak, if I can, I'm ready to obey. 
In. Give the Queen hopes. | | | 
Hip. No more — My Soul diſdains it, 
No, ſhould I try, my haughty Soul would ſwell : 
Sharpen each Word, and threaten in my Eyes ; 
O! ſhould I ſtoop to cringe, to lye, forſwear? 
Deſerve the Ruin which I ſtrive to ſhun? 
In. O, I can't bear this cold Contempt of Death! 
This rigid Virtue, that prefers your Glor 
To Liberty or Life. O cruel Ma!!! 
By theſe Ga Sighs, by theſe poor ſtreaming Eyes, 
By that dear Love that makes us now unhappy, 
By the mear Danger of that precious Life, 
Heav'n knows I value much above my own. 
What! Not yet mov'd ? Are you reſolv'd on Death? 
Then e'er tis Night I ſwear by all the Pow'rs 
This Steel ſhall end my Fears and Life together. 
Hip. You ſhan't be truſted with a Life ſo precious, 
No, to the Court I'll publiſh your Deſign, 
Ev*n bloody Lycon will prevent your Fate; 
Lycon ſhall wrench the Dagger from your Boſom, 
And raving Pfædra will preſerve nenn. | 
Jiu. Phedra:! Come on, I'll lead you on to Pda; 
I'll tell her all the Secrets of our Love, | 
Give to her Rage her cloſe deſtructive Rival: 
Her Rival ſure will fall, her Love may ſave you, 
Come ſee me labour in the Pangs of Death, 
My agonizing. Limbs; my dying Eyes, 
Pying, yet fixt in Death on my Hippolitus. 


PH DRA and HIPPOLTT US. 29 
Hip. What's your Deſign; Ye Pow'rs? What means 
my Love ? | eee N 


Iſn. She means to lead you in the Road of Fate; 
She means to die with one ſhe can't preſerve. 
Yet when you ſee me pale upon the Earth, 
This once-lov'd Form grown horrible in Death, 
Sure your relenting Soul would wiſh you'd ſav'd me. 
Hip. Oh! T'll do all, do any thing to fave you, - 


| Give up my Fame and all my darling Horour : 


['ll run, I'll fly; what you'll command Pll fay. av 
Inn. Say, what Occaſion, Chance, or Heav'n inſpires ; 
day, that you love her, that you lov'd her long ; 
day, that you'll wed her, fay that you'lt comply: 
day, to preferve your Life, ſay any thing. | ; 
Bleſs him, ye Pow'rs? And if it be a Crime, [ Exit Hip. 
Oh! if the pious Fraud offend your Juſtice, 
Aim all your Vengeance on 1/mena's Head; 
Puniſh Iſinena, but forgive Hippolilus. n e 
He's gone, and now my brave Reſolves are ſtagger' d, 
Now | repent, like ſome deſpairing Wretch . 
That boldly plunges in the frightful Deep, 
That pant and ſtruggles with the whirling Waves; 
And catches every ſlender Reed to fave him. 


N * 


Cho. But ſhould he do what your Commands en- 


join'd him, 
day, ſhould he wed her ? 


Oh! I'd remember that *twas my Requeſt, 
And die well pleas'd I made the Hero happy. 
Cho, Die! Does 1/mena then reſolve to die? | 
Vn. Can I then live? Can I, who lov'd fo well 
To part with all my Bliſs to ſave my Lover? 
Oh! can I drag a wretched Life without him, 
And fee another revel in his Arms? 
Oh ! *tis in Death alone I can have comfort ? 
| Enter Lycon. | 
He. What a Reverſe is this? Perfidious Boy, 
Is this thy Truth ? Is this thy boaſted Honour? 


| Then all are Rogues alike : I never thought 
| | B n 28 But 


Jim. Should he wed the Queen? 
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30 PrzDpRa and HipPoliTvs, 
But one Man honeſt, and that one deceives me. LA. 


Tis all agreed, and now the Prince is ſafe 
From the ſure Vengeance of deſpairing Love. 
Now Pte4dra's Rage is chang'd to ſoft Endearments 
She doats, ſhe dies; and few but tedious Days, 
With endleſs Joys will crown the happy Pair, 
In. Does he then wed the Qneen? 
Tuc. At leaſt 1 think ſo. 
I, when the Prince approach'd, not far retir'd ; _ 
Pale with my Doubts: He ſpoke ; th' attentive Queen 
Dwelt on his Accents, and her gloomy Eyes 


parkled with gentler Fires: He bluſhing bow'd, 


She, trembling loſt in Love with ſoft Confuſion 


| Receiv'd his Paſſion, and return'd her on: 


Then ſmiling turn'd to me, and bid me order 

The pompous Rites of her enſuing Nuptials, | 

Which I muſt now purſue. Farewel, J/mena, [ Eis 
Jin. Then T'll retire, and not diſturb their Joys, | 


Cho, Stay and learn more. 
Im. Ah! wherefore ſhould I ſtay ? 


What! Shall I ſlay to rave, t'upbraid, to hold him? 
To ſnatch the ſtruggling Charmer from her Arms? 
For could you think that open gen'rous Youth _ 

Could with feign'd Love deceive a jealous Woman! 
Could he ſo ſoon grow artful in diflembling ? | 

Ab! Without doubt his Thoughts inſpir'd his Tongue, 
And all his Soul receiv'd a real Love. 
Perhaps new Graces darted from her E yes, 

Perhaps ſoft Pity charm'd his yielding Soul, | 
Perteps her Love, perhaps her Kingdom charm'd him! 


| Perhaps=—Alas ! bow many Things might charm him! 


Cho. Wait the Succeſs : It 1s not yet decided. 

Ian. Not yet decided Did not Iycon tell us 
How he proteſted, ſigh'd, and look d, and vow'd? 
How the ſoft Paſſion Janguiſh'd i in his Eyes ? 
Yes, yes, he loves, he doats on Pheara's Charms. 
Now, now he claſps her to his panting Breaſt, 

Now he deyours her with his eager Eyes, 


Now graſps her Hands, and now he looks, and vows = 
e 
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The dear falſe Things that charm'd the poor Jena. 
He comes : Be ftiil, my Heart, the Tyrant comes, 
Charming, tho? falſe, and lovely in his Guilt, 
Enter Hippolitus. | 
Hip. Why hangs that cloudy Sorrow on your Brow ? 
Why do ycu figh? Why flow your ſwelling Eyes? 
Thoſe Eyes that us'd with Joy to view Hippolzrus. 
lin. My Lord, my Soul is charm'd with your Succeſs ; 
You know, my Lord, my Fears are but for you, 
For your dear Life; and ſince my Death alone 
Can make you ſafe, That ſoon ſhall make you happy. 
Yet had you brought leſs Love to Phedra's Arms, 
My Soul had parted with a leſs Regret, 
Bleſt if ſurviving in your dear Remembrance. 
Hip, Your Death! My Love} My Marriage! And to 
Piedra ! 
Hear me, Jena. 


I'm. No, I dare not hear you. 
But tho? you've been thus cruelly unkind. > 
Tho' you have left me for the Royal Phedra, 
Yet ſtill my Soul o'er-runs with Fondneſs tow'rds you, 
Yet ſtill I die with Joy to ſave Hippolitus. 

Hip. Die to fave me! Could I outlive J/mena ? 

Im. Yes, you'd outlive her in your Phedra's Arms, 
And may you there find ev'ry blooming Pleaſure ; 
Oh! may the Gods ſhow'r Bleſſings on thy Head! 
May the Gods crown thy glorious Arms with Conqueſt, 
And all thy. peaceful Days with ſure Repoſe! 
May'ſt thou be bleſt with lovely Phedra's Charms, 
And for thy Eaſe forget the loſt ena | 
Farewel Hippolitus. 

Hip. I/ſmena ſtay, 

Stay, hear me ſpeak, or by th' infernal Powers 
Til not ſurvive the Minute you depart. 2 

Ju. What would you ſay ? Ah! Don't deceive. my 

Weakneſs. To | 

Hip. Deceive thee ! Why, 1/mena, do you wrong me? 
Why doubt my Faith? O lovely, cruel Maid! _ 
Why wound my tender Soul with harſh Suſpicion ! 
Oh! by thoſe charming Eyes, by thy dear Love, 

| | 34 


32 PH DRA and HiyeoLITvs. 


I neitb er thought nor ſpoke, de 2 nor promis d 


To love, or wed the Queen. 
Jin. Speak on, my Lord, 


My honeſt Soul inclines me to believe thee ; ; 
And much I fear, and much J hope I've wrong'd thee. 

Hip. Then thus. I came and ſpake, but ſcarce of Love; 
The eaſy Queen receiv'd my faint Addreſs | 
With eager Hope and unſuſpicious Faith, 

Lycon with ſeeming Joy diſmiſs'd my Guards; 
My gen'rous Soul diſdain'd the mean Deceit, 
But ſtill deceiv'd her, to obey 1/mena. 

1/n, Art thou then true? Thou art. Oh 9 me, 

Pardon the Errors of a ſilly Maid, 

Wild with her Fears, and mad with Jealouſy ; : 

For ſtill that Fear, that Jealouſy was Love. 

Haſte then, my Lord, and ſave yourſelf by Flight; 
And when you're abſent, when your God- like Form 
Shall ceaſe to cheer forlorn Iſmena's Eyes, 

Then let each Day, each Hour, each Minute bring 
Some kind Remembrance of your conſtant Love; 
Speak of your Health, your Fortune, and your Friends, 
For ſure thoſe Friends ſhall have my tender'ſt Wiſhes) 
Speak much of all ; but of thy dear, dear Love, 
Speak much, ſpeak very much, and ſtill ſpeak on. 

Hip. Oh! thy dear Love ſhall ever be my Theme, | 
Of that alone PII talk the live-long Day: | 
But thus I'll talk, thus dwelling in thy Eyes, 

Vaſting the Odours of thy fragrant Boſom. 
Come then to crown me with immortal Joys, 
Come, be the kind Companion of my Flight, 
Come haſte with me to leave this fatal Shore ; - 
The Bark before prepar'd for my Departure. 
Expects its Freight, a hundred Iuſty Rowers 
Have wav'd their ſinewy Arms, and call'd „ . 
The looſen'd Canvas trembles with the Wind, 
And the Sea whitens with auſpicious Gales. 

Vn. Fly then, my Lord, and may the Gods protect thee; 
Fly, e'er infidious Iycon work thy Ruin ; 
Fly, e'er my Fondneſs talk thy Life away: 


F ly from the Queen. 
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DE Hip. But not from my 1/mena. 
Why do you force me from your heav'nly Sight, 
With thoſe dear Arms that ought to claſp me to thee? 
' I'm. Oh! I could rave for ever at my Fate! 
And with Alternate Love and Fear poſleſs'd, 
Now force thee from my Arms; now ſnatch thee to my Breaſt, 
And tremble till you go, but die till you return. | 
Nay, I could go Ye Gods, if I ſhould go, 
What would Fame ſay ? If I ſhould fly alone, 
With a young lovely Prince that charm'd my Soul? 
Hip. Say you did well, to fly a certain Ruin, 
To fly the Fury of a Queen incens'd, 
To crown with endleſs foys the Youth that lov'd you. 
O! by the Joys our mutual Loves have brought, - 
By the bleſt Hours I've languiſh'd at your Feet, 
By all the Love you ever bore Hippolitus, | X 
Come fly from hence, and make him ever happy. '*'=—-* 
Im. Hide me, ye Pow'rs ; I never ſhall reſiſt. 
Hip. Will you refuſe me? Can I Jeave behind me 
All that inſpires my Soul, and cheers my Eyes? 
Will you not go? Then here ['l| wait my Doom. 
Come, raving Phædra, bloody Lycon, come |. 
| offer to your Rage this worthleſs Life, 
vince "tis no longer my {/mena's Care. 
Im. O! haſte away, my Lord, I go, I fly 
Thro' all the Dangers of the boiſt'rous Deep. 
When the Wind whiſtles thro” the crackling Miſts, 
When thro” the yawning Ship the foaming Sea | 
Rolls bubbling in; then, then Ell claſp thee faſt, 
And in tranſporting Love forget my Fear, 
Oh! I will wander thro' the Scythian Gloom, 
U'er Ice, and Hills of everlaſting Snow. 
There when · the horrid Darkneſs ſhall encloſe us, 
When the bleak Wiad ſhall chill my ſhiv'ring Limbs, 
Thou ſhalt alone ſupply the diſlant Sn, 
And chear my gazing Eyes, and warm my Hetrt. 
1ip. Come, let's away, and like another F 4/0 
ll bear my beauteous Conqueſt thro? the Seas.: 
; A greater Treaſure, and a nobler Prize — 
Than he from Colchos hore. Sleep, ſleep in Peace, 
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34 PRHÆ DRA and Hy POL IT us. 
Ye Monſters of the Woods, on {da's Top 
Securely roam ; no more my early Horn 

Shall wake the lazy Day. Tranſporting Love 
Reigns in my Heart, and makes me all it's own. 


So when bright Venus yielded up her Charms, 
The Bleſt Adonis languiſh'd in her Arms; . 
His idle Horn on fragrant Myrtles hung, | 
His Arrows ſcatter*d, and his Bow unſtrung : 
Obſcure in Coverts lie his dreaming Hounds, 
And bay the fancy'd Boar with feeble Sounds; 
For nobler Sports he quits the ſavage Fields, 
And all the Hero to the Lover yields. 


The End of the Second Act. 
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ACT IL 
Enter Lycon. 


-Lyc. Eav*n is at laft appeas'd : The pitying Gods, 
2 Have heard our Wiſhes, and auſpicious Foe 
Smiles on his native Iſle ; for Pheara lives 
Reſtor'd to Crete, and to her ſelf, ſhe lives 
Joy with freſh Strength inſpires her drooping Limbs, 
Revives her Charms, and o'er her faded Cheeks 
Spreads a freſh roſy Bloom, as kindly Springs 
With genial Heat renew the frozen Earth, | 
And paint its ſmiling Face with gawdy Flow'rs. 
But fee ſhe comes, the beauteous Phedra comes! 
| Enter Phædra. i 
How her Eyes ſparkle } How their radiant Beams 
Confeſs their ſhining Anceſtor the Sun! _ 
Your Charms To-day will wound deſpairing Crowds, 
And give the Pains you ſuffer' d: Nay, Hippolitus, 
The fierce, the brave, th' inſenſible Hippolitus 
Shall pay a willing Homage to your Beauty, 
And in his Turn adore—— _ ef Wt, 
Pd. Tis Flatt'ry ally 


— 


£ 


Yet 


Ph DRA and HIpPOL I us. 


Yet when you name the Prince, that Flatt'ry's pleaſing z _ 

You wiſh it ſo, poor good old Man, you wiſh it, 

The fertile Province of Cydonia's thine ; 

Is there ought elſe ? Has happy Phedra ought, 

In the wide Circle of her far-ſtretch'd Empire? 

Aſk, take, my Friend, ſecure of no Repulſe? 

Let ſpacious Crete thro? all her hundred Cities 

Reſound her Phedra's Joy. Let Altars ſmoak, 

And richeſt Gums, and Spice, and Incenſe roll 

Their fragrant Wreaths to Heav'n, to pity ing Heav'n, 

Which gives Hippolitus to Phedra's. Arms. | 

Set All at large, and bid the loathſome Dungeons 

Give up the meagre Slaves that pine in Darkneſs, 

And waſte in Grief, as did deſpairing Pheare : 

Let them be chear'd, let the ſtarv'd Priſoners riot, 

And glow with gen'rous Wine. — Let Sorrow ceaſe. 

Let none be wretched, none, fince Phædra's happy. 

But now he comes, and with an equal Paſſion 

Rewards my Flame, and ſprings into my Arms ! 

Enter Mridfenger. 

Say, where's the Prince ? „ | | 
Meß. He's no where to be found. 

Phæd. Perhaps he hunts, 1 

M:S. He hunted not To-day. | 

Phad. Ha! Have you ſearch'd the Walks, the Courts, 

the Temples ? 8 | 

Me. Search'd all in vain. 3 | 

Psd. Did he not hunt To-day ? 
Alas! you told me once before he did not: 
My Heart miſgives me. 
Luc. So indeed doth mine. 

Plæd. Cou'd he deceive me ? Cou'd that Godlike Youth 
Deſign the Ruin of a Queen that loves him? | 
Oh! he's all Truth, his Words, his Looks, his Eyes 
Open to view his inmolt Thoughts. He comes! 
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Ha! Who art thou? Whence com'ſt thou? Where's 
Hippolitus ? 
Mefſ. Midam, Hippalitus with fair I mena 
Prove tow'rd the Port— —— _ 
Phed, With fair Jena 


Curs'd 
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36 Pn DRA and HiPpporiTus. 
Curs'd be her cruel Beauty, curſt her Charms, 
Curſt all her ſoothing, fatal, falſe Endearments. 
That heav'nly Virgin, that exalted Goodneſs 
Cou'd ſee me tortur'd with deſpairing Love, . 
With artful Tears cou'd mourn my monſtrous Suff rings, 
While her baſe Malice plotted my Deſtruction, — 
Lyc. A thouſand Reaſons crowd upon my Soul, 
That evidence their Love. 5 5 
| Pd. Yes, yes, they love; 
Why elſe ſhould he refuſe my proffer'd Bed! +7 
Why ſhould one warm'd with Youth, and Thirſt of Glory, 
Diſdain a Soul, a Form, a Crown like mine? 
Lyc. Where, Lycan, where was then thy boaſted Cunning ? 
Dull, thoughtlets Wretch! 
| wu Phd. O Pains unfelt before! 
The Grief, Deſpair, the Agonies, and Pangs, 
All the wild Fury of diſtracted Love, 
Are nought to this. — Say, famous Politician, 
Where, when, and how did their firſt Paſkon riſe ? | 
Where did they breathe their Sighs > What ſhady Groves, 
What Gloomy Woods conceal'd their hidden Loves ? 
Alas! They hid it not, the well-pleas'd Sun 
With all his Beams ſurvey'd their guiltleſs Flame; 
Glad Zephyrs waſted their untainted Sighs, 
And Ja eccho'd their endearing Accents, 
While I, the Shame of Nature, hid in Darkneſs, 
Var from the balmy Air and cheering Light, 
Prelt down my Sighs, and dry'd my falling Tears, 
Search'd a Retreat to mourn, and watch'd to grieve, 
Lye. Now ceaſe that Grief, and let your injur'd Love 
Contrive due Vengeance; let Majeſtick Phedra, 
That lov'd the Hero, ſacrifice the Villain. | 
Then haſte, fend forth your Miniſters of Vengeance, 
To ſra:ch the 'Traytor from your Rival's Arms, 
Aud force him trembling to your awful Preſence. 
Plæd. O rightly thought. Diſpatch th*attending Guards, 
Bid them bring forth their Inſtruments of Death ; 
Darts, Eogines, Flames, and launch into the Deep, 
And hurl ſwiſt Vengeance on the perjur'd Slave, 


Where am I, Gods? What is't my Rage 8 ü 
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Ev'n now he's gone ? Ev'n now the well-tim'd Oars 
With ſounding Strokes divide the ſparkling Waves, 
And happy Gales affſt their ſpeedy Flight. | 
Now they embrace, and ardent Love enflames 
Their fluſhing Cheeks, and trembles in their Eyes. 
Now they expoſe my Weakneſs and my Crimes: 
Now to the ſporting Crowd they tell my Follies. 
Enter Cratander. | 
Crat. Sir, as I went to ſeize the Perſons order'd, 
I met the Prince, and with him fair J/mens ; | 
I ſeiz'd the Prince, who now attends without. 
Phed. Haſte, bring him in. ON” | 
TRE Lye. Be quick and ſeize 1/mena; 
x Enter Hippolitus. | 

Plæd. Cou'dſt thou deceive me? Cou'd a Son of The/zus 
Stoop to ſo mean, ſo baſe a Vice as Fraud? | | 
Nay, act ſuch monſtrous Perfidy, yet ſtart 
From promis'd Love? 5 O'S 

Hip. My Soul diſdain'd a Promiſe, 

Phæd. But yet your falſe equivocating Tongue, | 
Your Looks, your Eyes, your ev'ry Motion promis d. 
But you are ripe in Frauds, and learn'd in Falſhoods. 
Look down, O The/eus, and behold thy Son, EA 
As Sciron faithleſs, as Procruſtes cruel. | 
Behold the Crimes, the Tyrants, all the Monſters 
From which thy Valour purg'd the groaning Earth: 
Behold them all in thy own Son reviv'd. 55 

Hip. Touch not my Glory, leſt you ſtain your own 8 
I ſtill have ſtrove to make my glorious Father 
Bluſh, yet rejoice to ſee himſelf. out-done ; 

To mix my Parents in my lineal Vertues, 

As Theſeus juſt, and as Camille chaſte. 

_ Phzd. The Godlike The/eus never was thy Parent. 
No, *twas ſome Monthly Cappadecian Drudge, 
Obedient to the Scourge, and beaten to her Arms, 
Begot thee, Traytor, on the chaſte Camilla. 

Camilla chaſte ! An Amazon and chaſte ! | 

That quits her Sex, and yet retains her Virtue. 
dee the chiſte Matron mount the neighing Steed 8 

I ftrif& Embraces lock the ſtruggling Warriour, 
And chooſe the Lover in the ſturdy Foe. Enter 
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38 PuRDaRA en Herr us. 
Enter Me „ and /eems to talk garne/tly with Lycon: 
Hip. on refus'd the Vows of Godlike —_—_— 
And choſe to ſtand his Arms, not meet his Love; _ 
And doubtfal was the Fight. The wide Thermodoon 
Heard the huge Strokes reſound, its frighted Waves 
Convey'd the ratt' ling Din to diſtant Shores, 
Whilſt ſhe alone ſupported allihis War: 
Nor till ſhe ſank beneath his thund' ring Arm, 
Beneath which warlike Nations bow*d, would viele 
To honeſt wiffr'd- ſor Love. 1 
Phaed. Not ſo her Sons 
Who boldly ventures on forbidden Flames, 
On one deſcended from the cruel Pallas, 
Foe to thy Father's Perſon and his Blood ; 
Hated'by him, of Kindred yet more hated, 
The liſt of allithe wicked Race he zuin'd. 
In vain a fierce ſuccefiive Hatred reign dd 
Between your Sires : In vam, like C Race, 
With mingl'd Blood they dy*d-the bluſhing Earth. 
Hip. In vain indeed, ſince nowithe War is ober; 
We, like the Theban Race, agree to love, 
And by our mutual Flames and future Offspring, 
Atone for Slaughter paſt. = n 
Phi. Your future Offspringg 
Heav' ns! What a Medley's this? What dark Confuſion 
Of Blood and Death, of Murder and Relation? | 
What Joy 't had been to old diſabled The/exs, 
When he ſhould take the Offspring in his Arms, 
Ev'n in his Arms to hold an Infant Pallas, | 
And be upbraided with his Grandfire's Fate! 
Oh barb'rous Youth'! JO | RE 
Tyc. Too barbarous, I fear. 
Perhaps ev'n now his Faction's up in Arms, 
Since waving Crowds roll onwards tow'rds the Palace, 
And rend the City with tumultuous Clamours ! 
Perhaps to murder Phædra and her Son, 
And give the Crown to him and his ena 
But I'll prevent it. [ Exit Lycon. 
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That nurs'd me, watch'd my Sickneſs! Oh ſhe wateh' d me, 
As rav'nous Vultures watch the dying Lion, | 
To tear his Heart, and riot in his Blood. 

Hark! Hark ! my little Infant cries for Juſtice! _- 
Oh! Be appeas'd my Babe, thou ſhalt have Juſtice, 
Now all the Spirits of my Godlike Race 
Enflame my Soul, and urge me on to Vengeance; 
Arſamnes, Minos, Jove, th' avenging Sun 
Inſpire my Fury, and demand my Jaſtice. | 
Oh! you ſhall have it; thou, Minos, ſhalt applaud it; 
Yes, thou ſhalt copy it in their Pains below. 8: 171, 
Gods of Revenge ariſe; He comes! He comes! Ws! 
And ſhoots himſelf thro? all my kindling Blood: 285 Ws 
have it here. No baſe perfidious Wreteh, 
Now figh and weep; and tremble in thy turn. 
Yes, your Thea ſhall appeaſe my Vengeance ; 
Iſnena dies: And thbu her pitying Lover, 

com'd her to Death. Thou too ſhalt ſee her bleed 
See her convulfive Pangs, and hear her dying Groans : 

Go, glut thy Eyes with thy ader'd Immena, AE 
And laugh at dying Phadraf ag | 
n O Menn 

Im. Alas! My tender Soul would Thrink at Death, 
Shake with its Fear, and fink beneath its Pains, 
In any Qauſe but this.— But now Pm ſteel'd, 
And the near Danger leſſens to my Sight. 
Now, if I live, 'tis only for Hippolitts, - 
And with an equal Joy I'll die to fave him. 
Yes, for his Sake I'll go a willing Shade, 
And wait his coming in th' FH Fields, 
And there enquire of each deſcending Ghoſt 
Of my lov'd Hero's Welfare, Life, and Honour, 
That dear Remembrance will improve the Bliſs; 5 
Add to th* El/fian Joys, and make that Heav'n more happy. 
Hip. Oh heav'nly Virgin! [Aide.] O imperial Phadra, 
Let your Rage fall on this devoted Head 3 , 
But ſpare, oh] ſpare a guiltleſs Virgin's Life: 
Think of her Youth, her Innocence, her Virtue; - : 
Think, with what warm Compaſſion ſhe bemoan'd you; 
Think, how ſhe ferv'd and warch'd you in your aner N 
25 1 6M 
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_ *'Twas Woman all, | 
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How ev'ry riſing and deſcending Sun 

Saw kind //mena watching o'er the Queen. 

J only promis'd, I alone deteiv'd you; 

And I, and only I, ſhou'd feel your Juſtice. 2 
1/n. Oh! By thoſe Pow'rs to whom 1 ſoon muſt anſwer 

For all my Faults, by that bright Arch of Heav'n 

I now laſt ſee, I wrought him by my Wiles, 

By Tears, by Threats, by ev'ry Female Art, 


Wrought his diſdaining Soul to falſe Compliance. 


The Son of The/eus could not think of Fraud, 


Phæd. I ſee twas Woman all. 


And Woman's Fraud ſhou'd meet with Woman's Vengeance. 


But yet thy Courage, Truth, and Vertue ſhock me : 
A Love ſo warm, ſo firm, ſo like my own. | 
Oh! had the Gods ſo pleas'd; had bounteous Heav'n 
Beſtow'd Hippolitus on Phedra's Arms, 
So had I ſtood the Shock of angry Fate; 
So had I giv*n my Life with Joy to ſave him. 

Hip. And can you doom her Death? Can Mine, 

Daughter | 


- Condemn the Virtue which her Soul admires ? 


Are not you Phzdra? Once the Boaſt of Fame, 
Shame of our Sex, and Pattern of your own. | 
Phed. Am] that Phedra> No. Another Soul 
Informs my alter'd Frame. Cou'd elſe Hnena 
Provoke my Hatred, yet deſerve my Love? 
Aid me, ye Gods, ſupport my ſinking Glory, - 
Reſtore my Reaſon, and confirm my Virtue. 


Let, is my Rage unjuſt? Then, why was Phadra 


Reſcu'd for Torment, and preſerv'd for Pain? 
Why did you raiſe me to-the Heighth of Joy, 
Above the Wreck of Clouds and Storms below, 
To. daſh and break me on the Ground for ever? 
1/n. Was it not Time to urge him to Compliance? 
At leaſt to feign it, when. perfid tous Lycon 
Confin'd his Perſon, and conſpir'd his Death. 
Phed. Confin'd and doom'd to Death O cruel Icon 


Cou'd I have doom'd thy Death? Cou'd theſe ſad Eyes 
Yet 


That lov'd thee living &'er behold thee dead? 
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Yet thou cou'dſt ſee me die without Concern, 

Rather than fave a wretched Queen from Ruin. 

Elſe cou'd you chuſe to truſt the warring Winds, 

The ſwelling Waves, the Rocks, the faithleſs Sands, 

And all the raging Monſters of the Deep ! 

Oh! Think you ſee me on the naked Shore, 

Think how I ſcream and tear my ſcatter*'d Hair; 

Break from th* Embraces of my ſhrieking Maids, 

And harrow on the Sand my bleeding Boſom : - 

Then catch with wide-ſtretch'd Arms the empty Billows, 

And 3 plunge into the gaping Deep. TY 
Hip. O diſmal State ! My bleeding Heart relents, 

And all my Thoughts diſſolve in tendereſt Pity. 
Plæd. If you can pity, O! refuſe not Love; 

But ſtoop to rule in Crete, the Seat of Heroes, 

And Nurſery of Gods A hundred Cities 

Court thee fr Lord, where the rich buſy Crowds 

Struggle for Paſſage thro? the ſpacious Streets 

Where thouſand Ships o'erſhade the leſs'ning Main, 

And tire the lab'ring Wind. The ſuppliant Nations 

Bow to its Enſigns, and with lower'd Sails 

Confeſs the Ocean's Queen, For thee alone 

The Winds ſhall blow, and the vaſt Ocean roll. 

For thee alone the fam'd Cydonian Warriors 


From twanging Eughs ſhall ſend their fatal Shafts, 


Hip. Then tet me march their Leader, not their Prince ; 


And at the Head of your renown'd Cydonians, + 
Brandiſh this far fam'd Sword of conqu'ring The/eus ; 
That I may ſhake th* Egyptian Tyrant's Yoke 

From 4fja's Neck, E. 10 it on his own; 


And your bright Anceſtor, the Sun, may ſhine 
On nought but Phedra's Empire, 
| Phed. Why not thine ? 
Doſt tou ſo far deteſt my proffer'd Bed, 
As to refuſe my Crown? O, cruel Youth ! 
Dy all the Pain that wrings my tortur'd Soul! 
by all the dear deceitful Hopes you gave me, 
O! eaſe, at leaſt once more delude my Sorrows, | 


or your dear Sake I've loſt my darling Honour: 
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That willing Nations may obey your Laws, . 
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For you, but now I gave my Soul to Death : 
For you I'd quit my Crown, and ſtoop beneath 
The happy Bondage of an humble Wife. 
With thee I'd climb the ſteepy 1da's Summit, 
And in the ſcorching Heat and chilling Dews, 
O'er Hills, o'er Vales purſue the ſhaggy Lion; 
Careleſs of Danger and of waſting Toil; 
Of pinching Hunger and impatient Thirſk; 
I'd find all Joys in thee, | | 
JO Hip. Why ftgops the Queen 
To aſk, intreat, to ſupplicate and pray, | 
To proftitute her Crown and Sex's Honour, 
To one whoſe humble Thoughts can only riſe 
'To be your Slave, not Lord ? | 
1 Phed. And is that all? 
Gods ! Does he deign to force an artful Groan ? 
Or call a Tear from his unwilling Eyes. 
Hard as his native Rocks, cold as his Sword, 125 
Fierce as the Wolves that howl'd around his Bizth.? 
He hates the Tyrant, and the Suppliant ſcorns. 
O Heaven! O Mino, O imperial Zawe ? 
Do ye not bluſh at my 4 Weakneſs! 
Hence lazy, mean, ignoble Paſſion fly ; 
Hence from my Soul ——*Tis gone, tis fled for ever, 
AndHeav*n inſpires my Thoughts with righteous Vengeance. 
Thou ſhalt no more deſpiſe my offer'd Love; 
No more 7/nena ſhall upbraid my Weakneſs. _ 
Is Catches Hip. Sword to ſtab berſeif. 
Now all ye kindred Gods look down and ſee, | 
How I'll revenge you, and myſelf, on Pheadrs. 
Enter Eycon, and ſnatches away the Sqword. 
Lyc. Horror on Horror! The/zas is return'd. 
hed. Theſeus ! Then what have I to do with Life? 
May I be ſnatch'd with Winds, by Earth o' erwhelm'd, 
Rather than view the Face of injur'd The/eus. 


Now wider ſtill my growing Horrors ſpread, 
My Fame, my Virtue, nay, my Frenzy's fled: 
Then view thy wretch ed Blood, imperial ove / 
If Crimes enrzge you, or Misfortunes move; 


— 
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On me your Flames, on me your Bolts employ, 


Me if your Anger ſpares, your Pity ſhould Aer. [ Runs of 


Lyc. This may do Seryice yet. 


[Exit Lycon, carries off the — 


Hip. Is he return'd ? Thanks to the pitying Gods: 
Shall I again behold his awful Eyes ? 
Again be folded in his loving Arms? | 
Yet in the midſt of Joy J fear for Phedra ; 
I fear his Warmth and unrelenting Juſtice. 
O! ſhould her raging Paſſion reach his Ears, 
His tender Love, by Anger fir'd, would turn 
To burning Rage ; as ſoft Cydonian Oil, 
Whoſe balmy Juice glides o'er th' untaſting Tongue, 
Yet touch'd with Fire, with hotteſt Flames will blaze. 
But oh ye Pow'rs ! I ſee his Godlike Form. 
0 Extaſy of Joy] He comes, he comes! 
I; it my Lord ? My Father ? Oh + tis be: 
I ſee him, touch him, feel his known Embraces, 
See all the Father in his joyful Eyes. bs 

Enter Theſeus, oleh others. 


Where have you been, my Lord ? What angry Dzmon 


Hid you from Crete? From me? What God has ſav'd you? 


Did not Philotas ſee you fall} O anſwer me! 
And then I'll aſk a thouſand Queſtions more. 

The/. No: But to ſave my Life I feign'd my Death; 
My Horſe and well known Arms confirm'd the Tale, 
And hinder'd farther Search. This honeſt Greek 


Conceal'd me in his Houſe, and cur'd me of my Wounds; | 


Procur'd a Veſſel ; and to bleſs me more, 
Accompany*d my Flights - | 
But this at Leiſure, Let me now indulge 

A Father's Fondneſs ; let me ſnatch thee thus; 
Thus fold thee in my Arm. Such, ſuch, was I, 


| f Embraces Hippolitus, 
When firſt I ſaw thy Mother, chaſte Camilla; | 


And much ſhe lov'd me. — 7 Did Phædra view me 
With half that Fondneſs . But ſhe's fill unkind ; 

Elſe haſty Joy had brought her to theſe Arms, 

To welcome me to Liberty, to Life ; | 

And make that Life a Bleſing. Come, my Son, 
Let us to Phedra, Hip. 
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Hip. Pardon me, my Lord. 
Thef. Forget be former Treatment; be s too good 
Still to perſiſt in hatred to my Son. 
Hip. O!] let me fly from Crete, — From you, [ Afde, 
and P/ dra. | 
Te. My Son, what means this Turn? This ſudden Start? 
Why would you fly from Crete, and from your Father ? 
Hip. Not from my Father, but from lazy Crete ; - 
To follow Danger, and acquire Renown ; 
To quell the Monſters that efcap'd your Sword, 
And make the: World confeſs me The/eus Son. | 
The/. What can this Coldneſs mean? Retire, my Son, 
[Exit Hippolitas, 
While I attend the Queen. —— What Shock is this? 
Why tremble thus my 'Limbs ? Why faints my Heart? 
Why am I thrill'd with Fear, till now unknown? 
Where's now the Joy, the Extaſy, and Tranſport, 
That warm'd my Soul, and urg'd me on to Pheara ? 
O! had I never lov'd her, I'd been bleſt, 


Sorrow and Joy in Love alternate reign ; 
Sweet is the Bliſs, diſtracting is the Pain. 
So when the Nile its ſruitfu 8 e ſpreads, 
And genial Heat informs its flimy Beds; 
Here yellow Harveſt crowns the fertile Plain, 
There monſtrous 3 fright the lab' ring Swain t 
A various Product fills the fatten'd Sand, 
And the ſame Floods enrich and _ the Land. 


The End of the Third 4a. 
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ACTI. 
Enter Lycon ſolus. 


Lyc. HIS may gain Time till all wy Wealth's em- 
bark'd, 
To ward my Foes Revenge, and finiſh mine, And 
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And ſhake that Empire which J can't poſſeſs. 
But then the Queen She dies— Why let her die; 
Let wide Deſtruction ſeize on all together, 
So Lycon live.— 4A ſafe triumphant Exile, 
Great in Diſgrace, and envy'd in his Fall. 55 
The Queen! — Then try thy Art, and work her Paſſions. 
Enter Phædra and Attendants. 
Draw her to act what moſt her Soul abhors, 
Poſleſs her whole, and ſpeak thy ſelf in Pfædra. 
' Phed. Off, let me looſe; why, cruel barb'rous Maids, 
Why am I barr'd from Death, the common Refuge, 
That ſpreads its hoſpitable Arms for al 
Why muſt I drag th” inſufferable Load 
Of toul Diſnonour, and g ee Love? 
Oh! length of Pain. Am I ſo often dying, 
And yet not dead I Feel I ſo oft Death's Pangs ? 
Nor once can find its Eaſe ? | 
| Lyc. Would you now die:? 
Now quit the Field to your inſulting Foe? 
Then ſhall he triumph o'er your blaſted Name: 
Ages to come, the Univerſe, ſhall learn 
The wide Immortal Infamy of Phædra: 
And the poor Babe, the Idol of your Soul, 
The lovely Image of your dear dead Lord, 
Shall be upbraided with his Mother's Crimes; 
Shall bear your Shame, ſhall ſink beneath your Faults ; 
Inherit your Diſgrace, but not your Crown. 
Phed. Muſt he too fall, involv'd in my Deſtruction, 
And only live to curſe the Name of Phædra 
Oh dear, unhappy Babe! Muſt I bequeath thee: 
Only a ſad Inheritance of Woe ? 
Gods! cruel Gods ! Can't all my Pains atone, 
Unleſs they reach my Infant's guiltleſs Head? 
Oh loſt Eſtate! when Life's ſo ſharp a Torment, 
And Death itſelf can't eaſe! Aſſiſt me, Lycon, 
Adviſe, ſpeak Comfort to my troubled Saul. | 
Lyc. Tis you mult drive that Trouble from your Soul; 
As Streams When damm'd forget their ancient Current, 
And wond'ring at their Banks, in other Channels flow; 
do mult voy bend your Thoughts from hopeleſs Love, 


So 
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So turn their Courſe to The/eus happy Boſom, 
Ang crown his eager Hopes with wiſh'd Enjoyment: 
Then with freſh Charms adorn your troubl'd Looks, 
Diſplay the Beauties firſt inſpir'd his Soul... 
Sooth with your Voice, and woo him with your Eye. 
Pia. Impoſſible! What woo him with thefe Eyes. 
Still wet with Tears that flow'd ! — But not for Yeſen., 
This Tongue fo us'd to found another Name? 
What! Take him to my Arms! Oh awful uu 
Touch, Love, Careſs him! While my wand' ring Fancy 
On other Objects ſtrays ? A lewd Adultres * = 
In the chaſte Bed? And in the Father's Arms, | 
(Oh horrid Thought f Oh execrable Inceſt !) 
Ev'n in the Father's Arms embrace the Son? 
ye. Yet you mult ſee him, left impatient Love 
Shou'd urge his Temper to too nice a Search, 
And ill-tim'd Abſence ſhou'd diſcloſe your Crime. 
Phed. Cou'd I, when preſent to his awful Eyes, 
Conceal the wild Diſorders of my Soul? 
Wou'd not my Groans, my Looks, my Speech betray me? 
Betray thee, Phadra ! Then thou'rt not-betray'd : 
Live, live ſecure, adoring' Crete conceals thee; | 
Thy pious Love, and moſt endearing Goodneſs, 
Will charm the kind Hippolitus to Silence. 
Oh wretched Phedre ? Oh ill guarded Secret! 
To Foes: alone diſclos d 7 1 
ut Lyc. I needs muſt ſear them, 
Spight of their Oaths, their Vows, their Imprecations. 
Phed. Do Imprecations, Oaths, or Vows avail 
I too have ſworn, ev'n at the Altar (worn 
Eternal Love, and endleſs Faith to The/ſeus : - | 
And yet am falſe, forſworn: The hallow'd Shrine, 
That heard me ſwear, is Witneſs to my Falſhood. 
The Youth, the very Author of my Crimes, 
Ev'n he ſhall tell the Fault himſelf inſpir'd ; 
The fatal Eloquence that charm'd my Soul, 5 
Shall laviſh all its Art to my Deſtruction. 5 
 Lyc. Oh he will tell it all Deſtruction ſeize him. 
With ſeeming Grief, and aggravating Pity, 


And more to blacken, will excuſe your Folly z . 
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Falſe Tears ſhall wet his unrelenting Eyes, 
And his glad Heart, with artful Sighs hall heave ; 
Then Thee —= How will Indignation fivell 
His mighty Heart? How his Majeſtick Frame, 
Will ſhake with Rage too fierce, too ſwiſt for Vent? 
How he'll expoſe you to the publick Scor n, 
And loathing Crowds ſhall marmur out their Horror ! 
Then the fierce Scythian —— Now methinks I fee 
His fiery Eyes with ſullen Pleaſures glow, 
Survey your Tortures, and inſult your Pangs ; 
I ſee him ſmiling on the pleas*d T/mena, 
Point out with Scorn the once proud Tyrant Phedra. _ 
Phed. Curſt be his Name! _ Infamy attend him: 
May ſwift Deſtruction fall upon his Head, 
Hurl'd by the Hand of thoſe he moſt adere. 
Lyc. By Heaven, Prophetick Truth inſpires your Tongue; 
He ſhall endure the Shame he means to give; 
And all the Torments which he heaps on you, 
With juſt Revenge ſhall The/2us turn on him. 
Phæd. Is't poſſible ? 'Oh:Lycon ! Oh my Refuge ! 
Oh good old Man? Thou Oracle of Wifdom ! 
Declare the Means, that Phæadra may adore thee. 
Lyc. Accufe him firſt. _ | 
Phæd. Oh Heavens ! Accuſe the Guiltlefs ? 
He. Then be accus'd, let Theſeus know your Crime, 
Let laſting Infamy '©'erwhelm your Glory, 
Let your Foe triumph, and your Infant fall 
dhake off this idle Lethargy of Pity, | 
With ready War prevent the invading Foe, 
Preſerve your Glory and ſecure your Vengeance: 
Be yours the Fruit, Security, and Eaſe; 
The Guilt, the Danger, and the Labour mine. 
Plæd. Heav'ns, Theſeus comes! 
Enter Theſeus. 5 
Lc. Declare your laſt Reſolves. 
Pfæd. Do you reſolve, for Pfædra can do nothing. 
| [Exir Phadra, 
He. Now, Lycon, heighten his impatient Love, 
o raiſe his Pity, now enflame his Rage, 


Uicken his Hopes, then quaſh em with Deſpair ; 
* 5 
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Work his tumultuous Paſſions into Frenzy; 
Unite 'em all, then turn them on the Foe. 
15. is that my Queen, my Wife, my Idol, 2}. 
ra?. | . | * 
Does ſhe ſtill ſhun me? Oh injurious Heav'n! 
Why did you give me back again to Life? 
Why did you 8 me from the Rage of Battle, 
To let me fall by her more fatal Hatred? 
Lyc. 508 Hatred! No, ſhe loves you with ſuch Fond. 
_:--- N 
As none but that of The/zus e er cou'd equal; | 
Yet ſo the Gods have doom'd, ſo Heav'n would have it, 
She ne'er muſt view her much-lov'd The/eus more. | 
Theſ. Not ſee her! By my SufF rings but I will, 
Tho' Troops embattl'd ſhou'd oppoſe my Paſſage, 
And ready Death ſhould guard the fatal Way. 
Not ſee her! Oh I'll claſp her in theſe Arms, 
Break thro' the idle Bands that yet have held me, 
And ſeize the Joys my honeſt Love may claim. 
Lyc. Is this a Time for Joy? When Phædra's Grieſ— 
 Theſ. Is this a Time for Grief ? Is this my Welcome 
To Air, to Life, to Liberty, and Crete? 5 
Not this I hop'd, when urg'd by ardent Love, 
I wing'd my eager Way to Phedra's Arms ; 
Then to my Thoughts relenting Phedra flew, 
With open Arms to welcome my Return, 
With kind endearing Blame condemn'd my Raſhneſs, 
And made me ſwear to venture out no more. 
Oh! my warm Soul, my boiling Fancy glow'd 
With charming Hopes of yet untaſted Joys ; 
New Pleaſures fill'd my Mind, all Dangers, Pains, 
Wars, Wounds, Defeats, in that dear Hope were loſt. 
And does ſhe now avoid my eager Love, | 
Purſue me ſtill with unrelenting Hatred, 
Invent new Pains, deteſt, loath, ſhun my Sight, 
Fly my Return, and ſorrow for my Safety ? 
Tyc. Oh think not ſo! For by th' unerring Go 
When firſt I told her of your wiſh'd Return, Fe 
When the lov'd Name of The/eus reach'd her Ears, 
At that dear Name ſhe rear'd her drooping Head, "Ile 
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Her feeble Hands, and wat'ry Eyes to Heav'n, 
To bleſs the bounteous Gods : At that dear Name 
The raging Tempeſt of her Grief was calm'd ; 
Her Sighs were huſh'd, and Tears forgot to flow. 
The/. Did my Return bring Comfort to her Sorrow ? 


Then haſte, conduct me to the lovely Mourner : l 


Oh I will kiſs the pearly Drops away; 

Suck from her roſy Lips the fragrant Sighs ; 
With other Sighs her panting Breaſt ſhall heave, 
With other Dews her ſwimming Eyes ſhall melt, 
With other Pangs her throbbing Heart ſhall beat, 
And all her Sorrows ſhall be loſt in Love. 

Lyc. Does Theſeus burn with ſuch unheard of Paſſion ? 
And muſt not ſhe with out ſtretch'd Arms receive him? 
And with an equal Ardor meet his Vows ? 

The Vows of one ſo dear ! Oh righteous Gods ! 

Why muſt the bleeding Heart of The/zzs bear | 

Such tort'ring Pangs ? While Phezara, dead to Love, 

Now with accuſing Eyes on angry Heav'n, 

Stedfaſtly gazes, and upbraids the Gods; ; 

Now with dumb piercing Grief, and humble Shame, 

Fixes her gloomy watry Orbs to Earth ; 

Now burſt with ſwelling Anguiſh, rends the Skies 

With loud Complaints of her outrageous Wrongs. | 
The. Wrong'd! Is ſhe wrong'd ? And lives he yet whe 

wrong'd her? | 

He. He lives, ſo great, ſo happy, ſo belov'd, 

That Pfædra ſearce can hope, icarce wiſh Revenge. 

Theſ. Shall Theſeus live, and not revenge his Phe ra 7 , 
(ods ! ſhall this Arm, renown'd for righteous Vengeance, 
For quelling Tyrants, and redreſſing Wrongs, 

Now fail! Now firſt, when Phedra's injur'd, fail ! 
Speak, Lycon, haſte, declare the ſecret Villain, 
The Wretch ſo meanly baſe to injure Phedra, 
$0 raſhly brave to dare the Sword of Thecus. 
He. I dare not ſpeak, but ſure her Wrongs are mighty: 
The pale cold Hue that dead*ns all her Charms, 
Her Sighs, her hollow Groans, her flowing Tears 
Make me ſuſpect her monſtrous Grief will end her. 
The. End her! End Te eit, and all Mankind; 4 
*C at 
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But moſt that Villain, that deteſted Slave, 
That brutal Coward, that dark lurking Wretch, 
Lyc. Oh noble Heat of unexampl'd Love! 
This Pfædra hop'd, when in the midſt of Grief, 
In the wild Torrent of o'erwhelming Sorrows, 
She groaning, {till invok'd, ſtill call'd on The/eus. 
The/. Did ſhe then name me? Did the weeping Char 
mer | 
Invoke my Name, ard call ſor Aid on The/zus ? 
Oh that lav'd Voice upbraided my Delay. | 
Why then this Stay? I come, I fly, Oh Pfæara 
Lead on —— Now, dark Diſturber of my Peace, 
If now thaur't known, what Luxury of Vengeance 
Haſte, lead, conduct me. | 
| . He. Oh ! I beg you ſtay, 
The/. What! Stay when Pheara calls? 
Lyc. Oh! on my Knees, 
By all the Gods, my Lord, I beg you ſtay ; 
As you reſpect your Peace, your Life, your Glory: 
As Phedra's Days are precious to your Soul; 
By all your Love, by all her Sorrows, ſtay. 
Tho). Where lie, the Danger? Wherefore ſhould ! 
Wu 9 a 
Tye. Your ſudden Preſence would ſurprize her Soul, 
Renew the galling Image of her Wrongs, . 
Revive her Sorrow, Indignation, Shame; | 
And all your Son wou'd ſtrike her from your Eyes. 
Theſ. My Son? But he's too good, too brave to 
wrong her. „ | 
Whence then that ſhocking Change, that ſtrong Sur- 
| prize ? | 
That Fright that ſeiz'd him at the Name of Pl era? 
Lye. Was he ſurpriz'd ? That ſhew'd at leaſt Remorſe. 
The/. Remorſe! For what? By Heav'ns my troubled 
Thoughts 
Preſage ſome dire Attempt. —— Say, what Remorſe. 
He. I wou'd not, Yet I muſt, —— This you 
command, 
This P/ ædra orders; thrice her fault'ring Tongue 
Bad me unfold the guilty Scene to The/exs ; 1 
hrice 
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Thrice with loud Cries recall'd me on my way, _ 

And blam'd my Speed, and chid my raſh Obedience, 
Leſt the unwelcome Tale ſhou'd wound your. Peace. 

At laſt, with Looks ſerenely ſad, ſhe cry'd, 

Go tell it all; but in ſuch artful Words, 

Such tender Accents, and ſuch melting Sounds, 

As may appeaſe his Rage, and move his Pity ; 

As may incline him to forgive his Son 

A grievous Fault, but ſtill a Fault of Love. 


The/. Of Love | What ſtrange Suſpicions wrack my Soul? 


As you regard my Peace, declare, What Love ? 

Lyc. So urg'd I muſt declare ; yet, pitying Heay'n, 
Why muſt I ſpeak ? Why mutt unwilling Zycon 
Accuſe the Prince of impious Love to Phædra? 

Theſ. Love to his Mother, to the Wife of The/eu: ? 


Lyc. Yes, at the Moment firſt he view'd her Eycs, 


Ev'n at the Altar, when you join'd your Hands, 


His eaſy Heart receiv'd the guilty Flame, 
And from that 'Time he preſs'd her with his Paſſion. 
The/. Then 'twas for this ſhe baniſh'd him from Crete ; 
I thought it Hatred all: Oh righteous Hatred? 
Forgive me, Heav'n, forgive me, injur'd Phedra, 
That I in Secret have condemn'd thy Juſtice. 
Oh! 'Twas all juſt, and The/eas ſhall revenge, 
Ev'n on his Son, revenge his Phedra's Wrongs. 
Lye. What eaſy Tools are theſe blunt honelt Heroes, 
Who with keen Hunger gorge the naked Hook, 
Prevent the Bait the Stateſman's Art prepares, 
And poſt to Ruin. Go, believing Fool, 
Go act thy far-fam'd juſtice on thy Son, | 
Next on thyſelf, and Both make way for Lycon. [ Aſide. 
The. Ha! Am I ſure ſhe's wrong'd ? Perhaps iis 
Malice, 5 | 
dave, make it clear, make good your Accuſation, 
Ur treble Fury ſhall revenge my Son. - 
He. Am I. then doubted ? And can faithful Lycon 


B. thought to forge ſuch execrable Falſhoods ? 


Gods! When the Queen un willingly complains, 
C:n'you ſuſpect her 'I'ruti: ? Oh Godlike The/exs ! 
Le this the Love you bear unhappy Pl aura? 
3 | I 
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Is this her hop'd for Aid? Go, wretched Matron, 
Sigh to the Winds, and rend th' unpity ing Heav'ns 
With thy vain Sorrows ; ſince relentleſs The/eus, 
Thy Hope, thy Refuge, The/exs, will not hear thee. 
. The/. Not hear my Phedra! Not revenge her 
"map l | 
Speak, make thy Proofs, and then his Doom is fix'd, 
As when Fove ſpeaks, and high O/ympas ſhakes, 


And Fate his Voice obeys. 
Lyc. Bear Witneſs, Heay'n' 

With what Reluctance I produce this Sword, 

This fatal Proof againſt th' unhappy Prince, 

Leſt it ſhould work your Juſtice to his Ruin, 

And prove he aim'd at Force as well as Inceſt. | 

The/. Gods! *Tis Illuſion all! Is this the Sword 

By which Procruſtes, Scyron, Pallas fell ? 

Is this the Weapon which my darling Son 

Swore to employ in nought but Acts of Honour? 

Now, faithful Youth, thou nobly haſt fulfill'd 

Thy gen'rous Promiſe. Oh moſt injur'd Pheara ! 

Why did I truſt to his deceitful Form ? | 

Why blame thy Juſtice, or ſuſpe& thy Truth ? 

Lyc. Had you this Morn beheld his ardent Eyes, 
Seen his Arm lock' d in her diſhevell'd Hair, | 
That Weapon plitt'ring o'er her trembling Boſom, 
Whilſt ſhe with Screams refus'd his impious Love, 
Entreating Death, and riſing to the Wound ; 

Oh! had you ſeen her, when the frighted Youth 
Retir'd at your Approach; had you then ſeen her, 
Ia the chaſte Tranſports of becoming Fury, 

Seize on the Sword to pierce her guiltleſs Boſom, 

. Had you ſeen this, you cou'd not doubt her Truth. 
Dye. O impious Monſter ! Oh forgive me, Phedra ! 
And may the Gods inſpire my injur'd Soul 

With equal Vengeance that may ſuit his Crimes. 
Lyc. For Pfædra's Sake forbear to talk of Vengeance; 
That with new Pains would wound her tender Breaſt: 
Send him away from Crete, and by his Abſeace 

Give Phedra Quiet, and afford him Mercy. 


The. Mercy | For what! Oh! well has he on” ; 
| 00 
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Poor Pheadra's Mercy. — Oh moſt barb'rous Tray tor! 
To wrong ſuch Beauty, and inſult ſuch Goodneſs. 
Mercy ! What's that? A Virtue coin'd by Villains ; 
F Who praiſe the Weakneſs which ſupports their Crimes. 
Be mute, and fly, leſt when my Rage is rous'd, 
Thou for thyſelf in vain implore my Mercy. 
He. Dull Fool, 1 laugh at Mercy more than thou doſt, 
: More than I do the Juſtice thou'rt ſo fond of. 
K Now come, young Hero, to thy Father's Arms, 
Receive the due Reward of haughty Virtue ; 
Now boaſt thy Race, and laugh at Earth-born Lycon. Exit. 
Enter Hippolitus. | 

The/. Yet can it be? — Is this th” inceſtuous Villain? 
How great his Preſence, how ere& his Look ! 

How ev'ry Grace, how all his virtuous Mother 
Shines in his Face, and charms me from his Eyes ! 
Oh Neptune] Oh, great Founder of our Race! 
Why was he fram'd with ſuch a Godlike Look! 
Why wears he not ſome moſt deteſted Form, 
Baleful to Sight, as horrible to Thought; 

That I might a& my Juſtice without Grief, 

Puniſh the Villain, not regret the Son! 

Hip. May I preſume to aſk, what ſecret Care | 
Broods in your Breaſt, and clouds your Royal Brow ? 

Why dart your awful Eyes thoſe angry Beams, 
And fright Hippolitus they us'd to chear ? : 

Theſ. Anſwer me firſt: When call'd to wait on Phadra, 
What ſudden Fear ſurpriz'd your troubled Soul? | 
Why did your ebbing Blood forſake your Cheeks ; _ 

Why did you haſten from your Father's Arms, 
To ſhun the Queen your Duty bids you pleaſe ? 
Hip. My Lord, -to pleaſe the Queen I'm forc'd to ſhun 


er, 
And keep this hated Obje& from her Sight, 
The/.' Say, what's the Cauſe of her invet'rate Hatred? 
Hip. My Lord, as yet I never gave her Cauſe. 
The/. Oh were it ſo! [4fde] When laſt did you at- 
tend her? | | 
Hip. When laſt attend her? Oh unhappy Queen 
Your Error's known, yet I 9 to wrong you, 


3 
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Or to betray a Fault myſelf have caus 'd. [44a 
W hon laſt attend her ? 
_ The/. Anſwer me dire8tly 
Nor 2s to trifle with your Father's Rage. 
Hip. My Lord, this very Morn I ſaw the Queen, 
Theſ. What paſt ? | 


Hip. I aſk'd Permiſſion to retire, 

750. And was that all 

Hip. My Lord, I humbly beg 

With the moſt low Submiſſions, aſk no more. 
Tue. Yet you don't anſwer with your N Submiſ. 
ſions. | 
Anſwer, or never hope to ſee me more. 

Hip. Too much he knows, I fear, without my telling; 
And the poor Queen's betray'd, and loſt for ever. 22 
De /. He changes, Gods! and faulters at the Queſtion: 

His Fears, his Words, his Looks declare him aß | 
des 

Flip. Why do you frown my Lord? Why turn Ny 
As from ſome loathſome Monſter, not your Son ? 

The/. Thou art that Monſter, and no more my Son, 
Net one of thoſe of the moſt horrid Form, 

Of which my-Hand has eas'd the durthen'd Earth, 
Was half ſo ſhocking to my Sight as thou. | 
Hip. Where am I, Gods! Is that my Father Thor? 

Am I awake? Am I Hippolitus ? 

The/. Thou art that Fiend—T hou art Hippolitas, 
Thou art I- Oh Fall! Oh fatal Stain to Honour! 
How had my vain Imagination form'd thee ? 

Brave as Alcides, and as Minos juſl ? 

Sometimes it led me thro' the Maze of War; 

There it ſurvey'd thee ranging thro? the Field, 

Mowing down Troops, and dealing out Deſtruction: 

Sometimes with wholeſome Laws reforming States, 

Crowning their happy Joys with Peace and Plenty; 

While you | 
Hip. With all my Father's Soul inſpir'd, 

Burnt with impatient Thirſt of early Honour, 

To hunt thro' bloody Fields the Chaſe of Glory, 

And bleſs your Age with T rophies like your own. 


Gods 


PRÆ DRA and HIP POLIT Us. 65 
Gods! how that warm'd me! How my throbbing Heart 
Leap'd to the Image of my Father's Joy, | 
When you ſhou'd ſtrain me in your folding Arms, 
Ard with kind Raptures, and with ſobbing Joys 
Commend my Valour, and confeſs your Son ! 
How did I think my glorious Toil o'er-paid ? 
Then great indeed, and in my Father's Love, 
With more than Conqueſt crown'd? Go on, Hippolitus, 
Go tread the rugged Paths of daring Honour ; 
practiſe the ſtricteſt, and auſtereſt Virtue, 
And all the rigid Laws of righteous Minos; 
Theſens, thy Father The/eus will reward thee. 
Theſ. Reward thee ? — Ves, as Minos wou'd reward 
thee. 
Was Minos then thy Pattern? And did Mis ; 
The Great, the Good, the Juſt, the Righteous Minos, 
The Judge of Hell, and Oracle of Earth, 
Did he inſpire Adultery, Force, and Inceſt? 
Iimena appears. | 
Im. Ha! What's this? 
Hip. Ams zement! Inceſt :? 
Te. Inceſt with Phedra, with thy Mother Pedra 
Hip. This Charge ſo unexpected, ſo amazing, 
do new, ſo ſtrange, impoſſible to Thought, 
Suns my aſtoniſh'd Soul, and ties my Voice. 

The. Then let this wake thee, this once glorious 

Sword, 
With which thy Father arm'd thy Infant Hand, 
Not for this Purpoſe. Oh abandon'd Slave! 
Oh early Villain ! Moſt deteſted Coward ! 
With tais my Iaſtrument of youthful Glory? 
With this? — On noble Entrance into Arms! 
With this Cinvade the ſpotleſs Pfædra's Honour ? 
Piedra my Life, my better half, my Queen! 
That very Phæ lra, for whoſe juſt Deſence 
The Gods wou'd claim thy Sword. 
Hip. Amazement! Death “ 
Heav'ns ! Durſt I raiſe the far-fam'd Sword of The/eus 
Againſt his Queen, Gy Mother's Boſom, 
* 
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Te, If not, declare when, were, and how you 
loſt it? | 
How Phedra gain'd it? Oh all the Gods! He's ſilent. 
Way was it bar'd ? Whoſe Boſom was it aim'd at? 
What meant thy Arm advanc'd, thy glowing Cheeks, 
Thy 3 Heart, Eyes? Oh Villain! Monſtrous Vil. 
lain! | 
Hip. Is there no Way, no Thought, no Beam of 
Light 3 
No Clue to guide me thro? this gloomy Maze, 
To clear my Honour, yet preſerve my Faith? 
None]! None, ye Pow'rs ! And muſt I groan beneath 
This execrable Load of foul Diſnonour ? OY 
Muſt The/eus ſuffer ſuch unheard of Torture! 
The/eus, my Father! no, I'Il break thro? all; 
All Oaths, all Vows, all idle Imprecations, 
J give them to the Winds. Hear me my Lord! 
Hear your wrong'd Son. The Sword—O fatal Vow! 
Enſnaring Oaths, and thou, raſh thoughtleſs Fool, 
To bind thyſelf in voluntary Chains; 
Yet to thy fatal Truſt continue firm ! 
Beneath Diſgrace, tho? infam6us, yet honeſt. 
Yet hear me, Father, may the righteous Gods 
Show'r all their Curſes on this wretched Head, 
Oh may they doom me 75 
The/. Ves, the Gods will doom thee, 
The Sword, the Sword ! Now ſwear, and call to witneſs 
Heav'n, Hell, and Earth; I mark it not from one, 
That breaths beneath ſuch complicated Guilt. 
Hip. Was that like Guilt, when with expanded Arms 
I ſprang to meet you at your wiſh'd Return ? 
Does this appear like Guilt? When thus ſerene, 
With Eyes erect, and Viſage unappall'd, 
Fix'd on that awful Face, I ſtand the Charge; 
Amas d, not fearing : Say, if I am guilty : 
Where are the conſcious Looks, the Face now pale, 
Now fluſhing red, the down-caft hagger d Eyes, 
Or fix'd on Earth, or ſlowly rais'd to catch 
A fearful View, then ſunk again with Horror ? 


The, 
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The/. This is for raw, untaught, unfiniſh'd Villains. 


Thou in thy Bloom haſt reach'd th* abhorr'd Perfection: 


Thy even Looks cou'd wear a peaceful Calm, 
The beayteous Stamp, (oh Heavens!) of faultleſs Vir- 
tue, 
While thy foul Heart contriv'd this horrid Deed. 
Oh harden'd Fiend, can't ſuch tranſcending Crimes 
Diſturb thy Soul, or ruffle thy ſmooth Brow ? 
What no Remorſe! no Qualms! no pricking Pangs ! 
No feeble Struggle of rebelling Honour ! | 
O 'twas thy Joy ! Thy ſecret hoard of Bliſs, 
To dream, to ponder, act it o'er in Thought; 
To doat, to dwell on; as rejoicing Miſers 
Brood o'er their precious Stores of ſecret Gold. 
Hip. Muſt I not ſpeak ? Then ſay, unerring Heav'n, 
Why was I born with ſuch a Thirſt of Glory ? 
Why did this Morning dawn to my Diſhonour ? 
Why did not pitying Fate with ready Death 
Prevent the guilty Day ? | 
' Theſ. Guilty indeed. 
Ev'nat the Time you heard your Father's Death; 
And ſuch a Father, (oh immortal Gods!) 
As held thee dearer than his Life and Glory ; 
When Hoy ſnhould'ſt rend the Skies with clam'rous w 
ler. | 448 
Beat thy ſad Breaſt, and tear thy ſtarting Hair ; 1 
Then to my Bed to force your impious Way; Wl 
With horrid Luft t'inſult my yet warm Urn BH 
Make me the Scorn of Hell, and Sport for Fiends! 
Theſe are the Fun'ral Honours paid to The/eas, 
Theſe are the Sorrows, theſe the hallow'd Rites, = 
To which you'd call your Father's hoy'ring Spirit. 1 
Enter Iſmena. | i 
in. Hear me, my Lord, e'er yet you fix his Doom: 
| [Turning to Theſeus. 
Hear one that comes to ſhield his injur'd Honour, 8 
And guard his Life with hazard of her own. 1 
Theſ. b ho? thou'rt the Daughter of my hated Foe, #8 
Tho' ev'n thy Beauty's loathſome to my Eyes, [ 
mY Yet 1 
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Yet Juſtice bids me hear thee. To 9988 
| 1/m. Thus I thank you. [ Knev!,, 
Then know, miſtaken Prince, his honeſt Soul 24 

Cou'd ne'er be ſway'd by impious Love to Phedra, - 
Since I before engag'd his early Vows ; 3 
With all my Wiles ſubdu'd his ſtruggling Heart; 
For long his Duty ſtruggl'd with his Love. | 
The/. Speak, is this true? On thy Obedience, ſpeak. 
Hip. So charg'd, I own the dang'rous Truth; I own, 
Againſt her Will, I lov'd the fair //nena. 2 4143} 1, 
7e. Canſt thou be only clear'd by Diſobedience, 
And juſtify'd by Crimes? — What! love my Foe! 
Love one deſcended from a Race of Tyrants, 
Whoſe Blood yet wreaks on my avenging Sword [ 
I'm curſt each Moment I delay thy Fate: 
Haſte to the Shades, and tell the happy Pallas 
1/mena's Flames, and let him taſte ſuch Joys 
As thou giv'ſt me; go tell applauding Minos 
The pious Love you bore his Daughter Phædra; 
Tell it the chatt'ring Ghoſts and hiſſing Furies, 
Tell it the grinning Fiends, till Hell ſounds nothing 
To thy pleas'd Ears but Phezdra and I/mena.. 
3 Enter Cratander. 
Seize him, Cratander, take this guilty Sword, 
Let his own Hand avenge the Crimes it acted, 
ogy bid him die, at leaſt, like The/zus* Son, 
Take him away and execute my Orders, - 
Hip. Heav'ns! How that ſtrikes me]. How it wounds 
To think of your unutterable Sorrows, 
When you ſh:I1| find Fippolitus was guiltleſs ! 
Yet when you know the Innocence you doom'd, 
When you ſhall mourn your Son's unhappy Fate, 
Oh, I beſeech you by the Love you bore me, 
With my latt Words, (my Words will then prevail) 
On for my ſike forbear to touch your Life, 
Nor wound again Hippo/itus in Theſeus. 
Let all my Vertues, all my Joys ſurvive 
Freſh in your Breait, but be my Woes forgot; 
The Woes which Fate, and not my Father, wrought. 


Oh} 
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Oh! let let me dwell for ever on your Thoughts, 
Let me be honour'd ſill, but not deplor'd. 
The/. Then thy chief Care is for thy Father's Life. 
Oh blooming Hypocrite !! Oh young Diflembler [ 
Well haſt thou ſhewn the Care thou tak'ſt of The/eus. 
Oh all ye Gods ! How this enflames my Fury ! 
I ſcarce can hold my Rage ; my eager Hands 
Tremble to reach thee. No, diſhonour'd The/zxs ! 
Blot not thy Fame with. ſuch a Monſter's Blood; 
Snatch him away. | : 
Hip. Lead on. Farewel, Jinena. 
| Im. Oh! Take me with him, let me ſhare his Fate, 
O awful The/eus.! Yet revoke his Doom: ” 
dee, ſee the very Minifters of Death, 
Tho' bred to Blood, yet ſhrink, and wiſh to ſave him. 
The/. Slaves, Villains, tear her from him, cut her. 
Arms , | | | 
In. Oh! Tear me, cut me till my ſever'd Limbs 
Grow to my Lord, and ſhare the Pains he ſuffers, 
75e. Villains, away. 1 - 
Inn. O Thejſeus! Hear me, hear me. 
De /. Away, nor taint me with thy loathſome Touch. 
Off, Woman. 8 
| In. Stay, oh ſtay! I'll tell you all. 
| . ws Eh. Bait Theſeus. 
Already gone. Tell it, ye conſcious Walls; 
Bear it, ye Winds, upon your pity ing Wings ; 
Reſound it, Fame, with all your hundred Tongues. 
Oh hapleſs Youth ! All Heav'n conſpires againſt you, 
The conſcious. Walls conceal the fatal Secret: 
Th' untainted Winds refuſe th' infected Load: 
And Fame itſelf is mute. Nay ev'n Iſinena, 
Thy own 1/mena's ſworn to thy Deſtruction. 
But ſtill, whate*er the cruel Gods deſign, | 
In the ſame Fate our equal Stars combine, 0 
And he who dooms thy Death, pronounces mine. 


The End of the Fourth AF, 
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Enter Phædra and Lycon. 


Lyc. Ceuſe yourſelf? Oh! on my Knees I beg you, 
By all the Gods, recall the fatal Meffage. 
Heav*n> ! Will you ſtand the dreaded Rage of Theſeus? 
And brand your Fame, and work your own DeftruQton? 
Phed. By thee Pm branded, and by thee deſtroy d; 
Thou Boſom Serpent, thou alluring Fiend ! | 
Yet ſhan't you boaſt the Miſeries you cauſe, 
Nor ſcape the Ruin you have brought on all. 

Lyc. Was it not your Command ? Has faithful Lycox 
E'er ſpoke, e'er thought, deſign'd, contriv'd, or afted? 
Has he done ought without the Queen's Conſent ? 

Phed. Plead'& thou Conſent to what thou firſt in- 

ſpir'dſt? | | 
Was that Conſent ? O ſenſeleſs Politician ! 
When adverſe Paſſions ſtruggl'd in my Breaſt, 
When Anger, Fear, Love, . Sorrow, Guilt, Deſpair 
Drove out my Reaſon, and uſurp'd my Soul. 
Yet this Conſent you plead, O faithful Lycon 
Oh! only zealous for the Fame of Phedra! 
With this you blot my Name, and clear your own; 
And what's my Frenzy, will be call'd my Crime: 
What then is thine? Thou cool deliberate Villain, 
Thou wiſe, forethinking, weighing Politician ! | 

Lyc. _ Twas ſo black, my frighten'd Tongue re- 

| coil'd | 
At its own Sound, and Horror ſhook my Soul. 
Yet flill, tho? pierc'd with ſuch amazing Anguifh, 
S. ich was my Zeal, fo much I lov'd my Queen, 

I broke through all, to ſave the Life of Phedra ! 

Phed. What's Life? Oh all ye Gods! Can Life attone 
For al. the monſtrous Crimes by which 'tis bought ? 

Or can I Lve? When thou, oh Soul of Honour! 


Ph DRA and HippoLiITus, 6 
Oh early Hero! by my Crimes art ruin'd. | . 
Perhaps ev'n now the great unhappy Youth  _ 
Falls by the ſordid Hands of butchering Villains ; 
Now, now he bleeds ! he dies—Oh perjur'd Traytor! 
See, his rich Blood in Purple Torrent flows, - 
And Nature ſallies in unbidden Groans ; - 
Now mortal Pangs diſtort his lovely Form, 
His roſy Beauties fade, his ſtarry I” 
Now darkling ſwim, and fix their cloſing Beams : 
Now in ſhort Gaſps his lab'ring Spirit heaves, 
And weekly flutters on his fault'ring Tongue, | 
And ſtruggles into Sound. Hear, Monſter, hear, 
With his laſt Breath he curſes perjur'd Phedra: 
He ſummons Phedra to the Bar of Mino, ROE 
Thou too ſhalt there appear ; to torture thee, 
Whole Hell ſhall be employ'd, and ſuff ring Phegra 
Shall find ſome Eaſe, to ſee thee ſtill more wretched. 
Lyc. Oh all ye Pow'rs!' Oh Phedra! Hear me, hear 
By all my Zeal, by all my anxious Cares, | 
| By thoſe unhappy Crimes I wrought to ſerve you, 
By theſe old wither' d Limbs, and hoary Hairs, 
By all my Tears I— Oh Heav'ns! ſhe minds me not, 
She hears not my Complaints. Oh wretched Lycon ! 
To what art thou reſerv'd? | 
 Phad. Reſerv'd to all 
The ſharpeſt, ſloweſt Pains that Earth can furniſh, 
To all I wiſh-——On Phadra——Guards ſecure him, 


| ' Lycon carried of 
| Ha! Theſeus, Gods! my freezing Blood congeals, 
e· And all my Thoughts, Deſigns, and Words are loſt. 


oy Enter Theſeus, 
The/. Doſt thou at laſt repent? Oh lovely Phedra ! 
At laſt with equal Ardour meet my Vows: : | 
O dear-bought Bleſſing! Yet I'll not complain, 
ne dince now my ſharpeſt Grief is all o'er-paid, | 
And only heightens Joys.—Then haſte my Charmer, 
Let's feaſt our famiſh'd Souls with amorous Riot, With 
1 


1 
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What can this mean? So fierce a Deteſtation, 


And doſt thou only ſhew thoſe beauteous Eyes 


Such 


With fierceſt Bliſs atone for our Delay, 
And in a Moment love the Age we've loſt. 
Phed. Stand off, approach me, touch me not; fly hence, 
Far as the diſtant Skies, or deepeſt Center, 
The/. 8 ! Death! ye Gods who guide the 
Wor 


So ſtrong Abhorrence Speak, exquiſite Tormontor 2 4 
Was it for this your Summons fill'd my Sou] 

With eager Raptures, and tumultuous Tranſports ? 
Ev'n painful Jo and Agonies of Bliſs. 

Did I for this 22 my Phedra's Call, 

And fly with trembling Haſte to meet her Arms * 

And am I thus . ? O cruel Phadra ! 

Was. it for this you rouz'd my drouay Soul 

From the dull Lethargy of hopeleſs Love ? 


To wake Nen and blaſt me with their Beams ? 
Phed. Oh! Were that all to which the Gods have 
doom'd thee} _ | 
But angry Heay'n has laid in Store for 7 * 
perfect Miſchief, ſuch tranſcendent Woe, 
That the black Image ſhocks my frighted Soul, 
And the Words die on my reluctant Tongue. | 
The/. Fear not to ſpeak it; that harmonious Voice 
Will make the ſaddeſt Tale of Sorrow pleaſing, 
And charm the Grief it brings. Thus let me hear it, 
'Thus in thy Sight! thus gazing on thoſe Eyes,, 
I can ſupport the utmoſt Spite of Fate, | 
And W the Rage of Heav' 0,——Approach, we. 
air, 
Pkæd. Off, or I fly for ever from thy Sight : 2 
Shall I embrace the P. ather of Hippolitus i 9 
The/. Forget the Villain, drive him from your Soul. 
 Phed. Can I forget? Or drive him from my Soul? 
Oh ! he will ftill be preſent to my Eyes ; 
His Words will ever eccho in my Ears ; 
Still will he be the Torture of my Days, 
Bane of my Life, and Ruin of my Glory. 
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| T)y/. And mine and all.—Oh moſt abandon'd Villain! 
Oh laſting Scandal to our Godlike Race [ 
That cou'd contrive a Crime fo foul as Inceſt! 
Phed. Inceſt! Oh name it dot. 
The very mention ſhakes my inmoſt Soul: 
The Gods are ſtartled in their peaceful Manſions, 
And Nature fickens at the ſhocking Sound. CY 
Thou brutal Wretch Thou execrable Monſter ! 
To break thro? all the Laws that early flow 
From untaught Reaſon, and diftinguiſh Man, 
Mix like the ſenſeleſs Herd with beaftial Luft, | 
Mother and Son prepoſterouſly wicked ! 
To baniſh'from thy Soul the Reverence due 
To Honaur, Nature, and the genial Bed, 
And injure one ſo great, ſo good as Theſeus! 
The. To injure one ſo great, ſo good as Phedra /} 
Oh Slave! to wrong ſuch Purity as thine, VR. 
Such dazling Brightneſs, ſuch exalted Virtue ! | 
Phed. Virtue ! All-ſeeing Gods, you know my Virtue, 
Muſt I ſupport all this? O righteous Heav'n! 
Can't I yet ſpeak ? Reproach I could have born, 
Pointed his Satires Stings, and edg'd his Rage; 
But to be prais'd !=—=Now, Minos, I-defy thee ; 
Ev'n all thy dreadful Magazines of Pains: 
Stones, Furies, Wheels are ſlight to what I ſuffer, 
And Hell itſelf's Relief. 5 : 
| The/. What's Hell to thee? | 
What Crimes couldſt thou commit? Or what Reproaches 
Cou'd Innocence ſo pure as Phedra's fear ? 5 
Oh, thou'rt the chaſteſt Matron of thy Sex, 
The faireſt Pattern of excelling Vertue. 
Our lateſt Annals ſhall record thy Glory, ; 
The Maid's Example, and the Matron's Theme: 
Exch ſkilful Artiſt ſhall expreſs thy Form, 
In animated Gold. The threatning Sword 
Shall hang for ever o'er thy ſnowy Boſom ; 
duch heav'nly Beauty on thy Face ſhall bloom, | 
As ſhall almoſt excuſe the Villain's Crime ; HSA 
But yet ſuch Firmneſs, ſuch unſhaken Virtue, - 
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64 Pn DRA and HIP POL IT us. 
As Rill ſhall make the Monſter more deteſted. 7 


Where e er you paſs, the crouded Way ſhall ſound 
With joyful Cries, and endleſs Acclamations : 

And when aſpiring Bards, in daring Strains 

Shall raiſe ſome heav'nly Matron to the Skies, * 
They'll lay, ſhe's great, ſhe's true, ſhe's chaſte as Phe. 


re. | 
Phed. This * have been. Zut now, oh cruel 
tars oy 
Now, as J paſs, the crouded Way ſhall ſound 
With hiſſing Scorn, and murm'ring Deteſtation ; 
The lateſt Annals ſhall record my Same; 
And when th' avenging Muſe with pointed Rage 
Wou'd ſink ſome impious Woman down to Hell, 
She'll ſay, ſhe's falſe, ſhe's baſe, ſhe's foul as Phadra. 
The/. Hadſt thou been foul, had horrid Violation 
Caſt any Stains on Purity like thine, 
They're waſh'd already in the Villain's Blood: 
The very Sword, his Inſtrument of Horror, 
F'er this Time drench'd in his inceſtuous Heart, 
He us'd it to perform. Tx 
TEE Enter Mefſenger.- - 
| Me. Alas! my Lord, 
E'er this the Prince is dead. I ſaw Cratander - 
Give him a Sword—1 ſaw him boldly take it, 
Rear it on high, and point it to his Breaſt, 
With ſteady Hands, and with diſdainful Looks, 
As one that fear' d not Death, but ſcorn'd to die, 
And not in Battle. A loud Clamour follow'd ; 
And the ſurrounding Soldiers hid him from Sight, 
But all pronounc'd him dead. | 
Pad. Is he then dead? | 
The). Ves, yes, he's dead; and dead by my Com- 


mand : 


Has done thee Juſtice, and aveng'd the Crimes 


And in this dreadful Act of mournſul Juſtice, 


I'm more renown'd than in my dear-bought Laurels. 
Phæd. Then thou'rt renown'd indeed. Oh happy 
1 vi 
/ 
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Oh, only worthy of the Love of Plædra / 
Haſte then, let's join our well-met Hands together, 
Unite for ever, and defy the Gods, | 
To ſhew a Pair ſo eminently wretched... 
The/. Wretched ! for what? For what the World muſt 
praiſe me, | 
For what the Nations ſhall adore my Juſtice, 
A Villain's Death ? Shs 5 
Phed. Hippolitus a Villain! 


Oh, he was all his God-like Sire could wiſh, 


The Pride of The/zus, and the Hopes of Crete. 
Nor did the braveſt of his God-like Race, 


Tread with ſuch early Hopes the Paths of Honour. 


Theſ. What can this mean! Declare, ambiguous Phedra3 
Say, whence theſe ſhifting Guſts of claſhing Rage ? 
Why are thy doubted Speeches dark and troubl'd, 
As Cretan Seas, when vex'd by warring Winds? 
Why is a Villain, with alternate Paſhon, 
Accus'd and prais'd, deteſted and deplor'd ? 
Pled. Can'ſt thou not gueſs ?— | 
Can'ſt thou not read it in my furious Paſſions ? 
In all the wild Diſorders of my Soul? 


Caud'ſt thou not ſee it in the noble Warmth, 


That urg'd the daring Youth to Acts of Honour ? 

Cou'dſt thou not find it in the generous Truth, 

Which ſparkl'd in his Eyes, and open'd in his Face ? 

Cou'dlt not perceive it in the chaſte Reſerve? 

In every Word and Look, each God-like Act, 

Cou'dſt thou not ſee Hippolitus was guiltleſs? 
Je. Guiltleſs! Oh all ye Gods! What can this mean? 
Pfæd. Mean! That the Guilt is mine, that virtuous 
 Pheara, | | | 

The Maid's Example and the Matron's Theme, 

With beſtial Paſſion woo'd your loathing Son ; - 


And when deny'd, with impious Accufation, 


Sully d the Luſtre of his ſhining Honour; | 
Of my own Crimes accus'd the faultleſs Youth, 
And with enſnaring Wiles deſtroy'd that Virtue, 
I try'd in vain to ſhake, | | - 
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66 
The/. Is he then guiltleſs? 
Guniltleſs ! Then what art thou? And oh juſt Heav'n! 
What a deteſted Parricide is The/eus ? | | 
Pfæd. What am I? What indeed, but one more black 
Than Earth, or Hell e'er bore ! O horrid Mixture 
Of Crimes, and Woes, of Parricide, and Inceſt ; 
Perjury, Murther ! to arm the erring Father 
Againſt the guiltleſs Son! O impious Lycor / 
In what a Hell of Woes thy Arts have plung'd me. 
The/. Lycon ! Here, Guards! — Oh moſt abanden'd 
Villain ! 
Secure him, ſeize him, drag him Piece-meal hither. 


* 3k. | Enter Guards. > 

Guards, Who has my Lord, incurr'd your high Diſ- 

pleaſure ? 3 
The/. Who can it be, ye Gods, but perjur'd Lycon ? 

Who can inſpire ſuch Storms of Rage, but Lycon ? 
Where has my Sword left one ſo black, but Lycon? 
Where! Wretched The/eus ! In thy Bed and Heart, 
The very Darling of my Soul and Eyes ! 
Oh beauteous Fiend ! but truſt not to thy Form; 
You too, my Son, was fair; your manly Beauties 

Charm'd every Heart, (O Heay'n!) to your Deſtrue- 
| tion ; | | | 
You tob were good ; your virtuous Soul abhorr'd 
The Crimes for which you dy'd. Oh impious Phedra ! 
Inceſtuous Fury! Execrable Murth'reſs ! 
Is there Revenge on Earth, or Pain in Hell, 
Can Art invent, or boiling Rage ſuggeſt, 
Ev'n endleſs Torture, which thou ſhalt not ſuffer ? 

Phed. And is there ought on Earth I would not 

ſuffer? 7 

Oh! were there Vengeance equal to my Crimes, 
Thou need'ſt not claim it, moſt unhappy Youth, 
From any Hands but mine: T'avenge thy Fate 
I'd court the fierceſt Pains, and ſue for Tortures ; 
And P+eara's Suff rings ſhou'd attone for thine : 
Ev'n now I fall a Victim to thy Wrongs ; 


Ev'n now a fatal Draught works out my Soul; Eyn 
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xv'n now it curdles in my ſhrinking Veins 
The lazy Blood, and freezes at my Heart. 
Lucon brought in. 

Theſ. 375 thou eſcap'd my Wrath? Vet, impious 

1 x 
On thee I'll empty all my Hoard of Vengeance, 
And glut my boundleſs Rage. | 
N He. O! Mercy, Mercy! 
The/. Such ſhalt thou find, as thy beft Deeds deſerve, 
:ch as thy guilty Soul can hope from The/zus ; 
Such as thou ſhew'dſt to poor Hippolitus. 

Lyc. Oh chain me! Whip me! Let me be the Scorn 
Ot ſordid Rabbles, and inſulting Crowds ! 
Give me but Life, and make that Life moſt wretched. 

Phed. Art thou ſo baſe, ſo ſpiritleſs a Slave? 

Not ſo the lovely Youth thy Arts have ruin'd, 
Not ſo he bore the Fate to which you doom'd him, 
| Theſ. Ob, abject Villain ! Vet it gives me Joy, 
To ſee the Fears (that ſhake thy guilty Soul) 
Enhance thy Crimes, and antedate thy Woes 

Ob! how thou*lt howl thy fearful Soul away ? 

Wale laughing Crowds ſhall eccho to thy Cries, | 
And make thy Pains their Sport. Haſte, hence, away 
With ham, © Sin * . 

Drag him to all the Torments Earth can furniſh ; 

Let him be rack'd and gaſh'd, impal'd alive; 

Then let the mangl'd Monſter, fix'd on high, oy 

Grin o'er the ſhouting Crowds, and glut their Vengeance, 

And is this all? And art thou now appeas'd ? 

Will this atone for poor Hippolitus ? \ 

Vn ungorg'd Appetite ! Oh rav'nous Thirſt N 

Of a Son's Blood ! What, not a Day ! A Moment! 
"Me + Day! A Moment! Oh! thou ſhould'ſt have 

ſtai 

Years, Ages, all the Round of circling Time, 

Fer touch the Life of that conſummate Youth. 

The/. And yet with Joy I flew to his Deſtruction, 

Boalted his Fate, and triumph'd in his Ruin. 
Not this I promis'd to his dying Mother, 


WI 4 
. - 1 
k 


68 PR DRA and HIP POL IT us. 


When in her mortal Pangs ſhe ſighing gave me 

The laſt cold Kiſſes from her trembling Lips, 

And reach'd her feeble wand' ring Hands to mine; 

When her laſt Breath, now quiv'ring at her Mouth, 

Implor'd my Goodneſs to her lovely Son ; | 

To her Hippolitus. He, alas! deſcends, 

An early Victim to the lazy Shades, 

(Oh Heav'n and Earth !) by The/zas doom'd, deſcends, 
Phed. He's doom'd by Theſes, but accus'd by Pfædra, 

By Phedra's Madneſs, and by Lycon's Hatred. 5 

Yet with my Life I expiate my Frenzy, 

And die for thee, my headlong Rage deſtroy'd: 

Thee I purſue, (oh great ill-fated Youth !) 

Purſue thee ſtill, but now with chaſte Deſires ; 

Thee, thro” the diſmal Waſte of gloomy Death; 

Thee, thro? the glimm'ring Dawn, and purer Day, 

Thro' all th' E/yfian Plains: O righteous Mines / 

Elyfan Plains! There he and his 1/mena 

Shall ſport for ever, ſhall for ever drink 

Immortal Love ; while I far off ſhall howl 

In lonely Plains; while all the blackeſt Ghoſts 

Shrink A the baleful Sight of one more monſtrous, 

And more accurſt than they. 

- 705% I too muſt go; 

I too. muſt once more ſee the burning Sh ore 

1 Of livid Acheron, and black Cocytus, ER 

| If Whence no Alcides will releaſe me now. 


___—- 


Phed. Then why this Stay? Come on, let's plunge 
together : 
See Hell ſets wide its Adamantine Gates, 
See thro! the ſable Gates the Black Cocytus 
In ſmoaky Circles rolls its fiery Waves: 
Hear, hear the ſtunning Harmonies of Woe, 
The Din of rattling Chains, of claſhing Whips, . 
Of Groans, of Joud Complaints, of piercing Shrieks, 
That wide thro? all its gloomy World reſound ! 
How huge Megara ſtalks ! what ſtreaming Fires, 
Blaze from her glaring Eyes ! what Serpents curl 
In horrid Wreaths, and hiſs around her Head !- 
Now, now ſhe drags me to the Bar of Minos. 85 


Rue Pe f ac a £60 EE 


doe 


— es 


PH DRA and HiPpoLITUs, 


ow the awful Judges of the Dead 
12 ſtedfaſt 1 and horrible Diſmay ! 
See Minos turns away his loathing Eyes, | 
Rage choaks his ſtruggling Words: the fatal Urn 
Drops from his trembling Hand ! O all ye Gods! - 
What, Lycon here | Oh execrable Villain! 
Then am I Kill on Earth? By Hell I am, 
A Fury now, a Scourge preſerv'd for Lycon / 
See, the juſt Beings offer to my Vengeance 
That impious Slave]! Now Hcon, for Revenge; c 
Thanks, Heav*n, tis here. I'll Real it to his Heart. 

[Miftaking Theſeus for Lycon, offers to flab him.] 
Guards. Heav'ns! * Tis your Lord. 
_ Phed. My Lord! O equal Heaven! 

Muſt each portentous Moment riſe in Crimes, iz 
And fallying Life go off in Parricide ? ' 5 
Then truſt not thy ſlow Drugs. Thus ſure of Death, 


[S:abs herſelf] 


Compleat thy Horrors And if this ſuffice not, 
Thou, Minos, do the reſt. | 

, The/. At length ſhe's quiet, 
And Earth now bears not ſuch a Wretch as The/eus ; 
Yet I'll obey Hippolitus, and live: 
Then to the Wars; and as the Coryboanttnes, 
With claſhing Shields, and braying 'Trumpets drown'd 
The Cries of Infant Fove.——Þ'll ſtifle Conſcience, 
And Nature's Murmurs in the Din of Arms. 
But what are Arms to me? He is not dead 
For whom I fought ? For whom my hoary Age 
Glow'd with the boiling Heat of Youth in Battel ? 
How then to drag a wretched Life beneath, 
An endleſs Round of ſtill returning Woes, 
And all the gnawing Pangs of vain Remorſe ? 
What Torment's this?: — Therefore, O greatly thought! 
Therefore do Juſtice on thy ſelf, and live; 5 
Live above all moſt infinitely wretched. 5 
{mena too —Nay, then avenging Heav'n 

Iſmena enters. 

Has vented all its Rage. — 0 wretched Maid ! 


Why 


vo PRADA and Hipporitvs, 
Why doſt thou come to ſwell my raging Grief? 
Why add to Sorrows, and embitter Woes? 
Why do thy mournful Eyes upbraid my Guilt ? 
Why thus recall to my afflicted Soul, 

The ſad Remembrance of my God-like Son, 

Of that dear Youth my Cruelty has ruin'd ? | 
1m. Ruin'd——QO all ye Powers! O awful Th//eu; / 
Say, where's my Lord? Say, where has Fate diſpoyd 
a ...- | wn 

Oh ſpeak ! the Fear diſtracts me. 2 
Te. Gods! can I ſpeak?F ? 
Can I declare his Fate to his J/mena.? Wy 
Oh lovely Maid! Coud'ſt thou admit of Comfort, 
'Fhou ſhsu'd for ever be my only Care, 
Work of my Life, and Labour of my Soul. 
For thee alone, my Sorrows, lulPd, fhall ceaſe ; 
Ceaſe for a while, to mourn my murther'd Son: 
For thee alone my Sword once more ſhall rage, 
Reſtore the Crown, of which it robb'd your Race: 
Then let your Grief give way to Thoughts of Empire; 
At thy own Athens reign. The happy Crowd = 
Beneath thy eafy Yoke with Pleaſure bow, 
And think in thee their own Minerva reigns. 
Jin. _ 'T then reign? Nay, muſt I live without 
him? 
Not ſo, Oh God. like Youth, you lov'd 1/mena / 
You, for her ſake, refus'd the Cretan Empire, 
And yet a nobler Gift, the Royal Pheara. ' 
Shall I then take a Crown, a guilty Crown, 
From the relentleſs Hand that doom'd thy Death? 
Oh! 'tis in Death alone I can have Eaſe, | 
And thus I find it, [Offers to ſtab hirſef\ 
Enter Hippolitus. | 
ES | Hip. O forbear, I/mena ! 
Forbear, chaſte Maid, to wound thy tender Boſom ; 
Oh Heav'n and Earth! ſhou'd ſhe reſolve to die, 
And ſnatch all Beauty from the widow'd Earth? 
Was it for me, ye Gods! ſhe'd fall a Victim? 
Was it for me ſhe'd die? O heavenly Virgin! = 


{ 


ee 


| Granted my Wiſh, and brought me to the King: 
I fear'd not Death, but cou'd not bear the Thought 


To them I owe the dear Conſent of The/cus. 
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Gee, ſee thy own Hippolitus, who lives, 
And hopes to live far thee, 
In. Hippelitus ! 

Am I alive or dead? Is this E/y/oum ? 
'Tis he, tis all Hippolitzr——Ar't well! 
Ar't thou not wounded ? 1 05 6 

5 Thef. Oh unhop'd-for Joy ! 
Stand off, and let me fly into his Arms, 1 
Speak, ſay, what God, what Miracle preſerv'd thee? 
Did'ſt thou not ſtrike thy Father's cruel Preſent, 
My Sword, into thy Breaſt ? 

Hip. I aim'd it there, 

But turn'd it from myſelf, and flew Crarander; 
The Guards, not truſted with his fatal Orders, 


Of The/eus* Sorrow, and Jenas Loss; 
Therefore I haſten'd to your Royal Preſence, 
Here to receive my Doom. | | 
The/. Be this thy Doom, 
To live for ever in 1/mena's Arms. 
Go, heav'nly Pair, and with your dazling Virtnes, 
Your Courage, Truth, your Innocence and Love, 
Amaze and charm Mankind; and rule that Empire, 
For which in vain your Rival Fathers fought. 
I/n. Oh killing Joy! | Es 
Hlip. Oh Extaſy of Bliſs! 
Am I pofleſs'd at laſt of my Jena 
Of that Celeſtial Maid ! oh pitying Gods! 
How ſhall I thank your Bounties for my SufF rings, 
For all my Pains, and all the Pangs I've born? 
Since twas to them I owe divine //mena, 


Yet there's a Pain lies heavy on my Heart, 
For the diſaſtrous Fate of hapleſs Phedra. 
75%. Deep was her Anguiſh, for the Wrongs ſhe did 


you 
Sie choſe to die, and in her Death deplor'd 
Your Fate, and not her on. 


- Hip. 


72 PHEDRA and HipPOL I Tus. 
| Hip, I've heard it all. 
O! had not Paſſion ſally'd her Renown, 
None e'er on Earth had {tone with equal Luftre 
So glorious liv'd, or fo lamented dy*d ! 
Her Faults were only Faults of raging Love, 
Her Virtues all her own, 
| Im. Unhappy Pheadra ! 
Was there no other Way, ye pitying Pow'rs, 
No other Way to crown 1/n2na's Love? 
Then muſt J ever mourn her cruel Fate, 
And in the midit of my triumphant Joy, 
Ev'n in my Bero's Arms confeſs ſome Sorrow. — 
The/. O tender Maid ! forbear with ill-tim'd Grief, 
To damp our Bleflings, and incenſe the Gods 
But let's away, and pay kind Heav'n our Thanks, 
For all the Wonders in our Favour wrought 3 
That Heav'n, whoſe Mercy reſcu'd erring The/eus 
From execrable Crimes, and endleſs Woes, 
Then learn from-me, ye Kings that rule the World, 
With equal Poize, let ſteddy Juſtice ſway, 
And flagrant Crimes with certain Vengeance pay, 
But till the Proofs are clear, the Stroke delay. 
Hip. The righteous Gods that Innocence require, 
Protect the Groodneſs which themſelves inſpire ; 
Unguarded Virtue human Arts defies, 
Th' Accus'd is happy, while th* Accuſer dies. | 
| | Eat unt omntly 
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